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SATAN  SANDERSON 


SATAN  aAND£2HS0N 


CHAPTEB  I 
A«  ▲  luir  lows 


"To  my  son  Hugh,  in  return  for  the  care  and  sorrom 
he  km  oaueed  me  all  the  days  of  his  life,  for  his  disso- 
^  caner  md  &t«  deseHion,  I  do  give  and  bequeath 
Oemmt^  mt  Uummd  thUan  and  the  memory  of  hii 
mmpmti  pmGk," 

It  wag  very  quiet  in  the  wide,  rieUy  fmniifaed  libnar 
The  May  night  was  still,  but  »  fifait  wa^it^  hmn 
with  the  fragrance  of  jaonin  fiowen,  atinee  tibe 
tian  blind  before  the  open  window  and  rustled  tbe 
moon^ilvered  leaves  of  the  aspens  outside.  As  ihe  in- 
drive  professional  pronouncement  of  the  judge  cut 
tough  the  kmp-lighted  silence,  the  grim,  furrowed 
w»  wia  «•  emim  eyes  and  gray  military  mustaches 
«  tte  piltow  rf  the  whed^  «t  a,ore  grimly;  a 
girl  seated  in  tiie  3^mmk  Om&m  «f  &e  Smmm 
caught  her  breath;  and  hem  acraaa      polUied  ii^ 
the  Reverend  Henry  Sanderson  turned  lii.  l«nd««n^ 
dean-shaven  face  and  looked  «t  &e  eU 

1 


SATAN  SANDEBSON  ' 


A  peevish  miaogynigt  the  neighborhood  labeled  the 
latter,  with  the  parish  chapel  for  hobby,  and  for  thom- 
in-the-fleeh  this  only  son  Hugh,  a  black  sheep  whoso 
Open  breaches  of  decorum  the  town  had  borne  as  best  it 
night*  iiU  tiM  indition  of  his  forebears  took  him  off 
to  an  eattem  vaimaity.   A  xceUaaa  life  there  and 

^im  waaM  jrean  i^broa^  had  east  him  bade  to  xaaBBie 
his  peccadilloea  m  »  kipr  aeala^  to  ^lanel  ^tarly 
with  his  father,  and  to  leave  his  borne  ia  ngu,  la 
what  rough  business  of  life  was  Hii|^  mm  ihe 
cud  of  his  folly?  Harry  Sanderson  was  wondering. 

"Wait,"  came  the  querulous  voice  from  the  «*h»^y, 
**Write  in  'graceless'  before  the  word  'desertion'." 

"For  Att  dissoluie  career  and  hi»— graceless— deser- 
iimf*  zqwated  the  lawyer,  the-  parchmoit  crackling 
isato  hia  pea* 

The  itnUMaa  antagniifam  tiuii  waa  e  part  <tf  David 
Stixes*  nature  flared  under  the  btudqr  lydtoowa.  *'Aa  s 
man  sows !"  he  said,  a  kind  of  bitter  joeiUty  in  the 
tone.  "That  should  be  the  text,  if  this  sermon  of  mine 
needed  any,  Sanderson  I  It  won't  have  as  large  an 
audience  as  your  discourses  draw,  but  it  will  be 
bned  by  tme  of  its  hearers,  at  least" 

Jndge  Ck»«dl  i^Mwed  eanoady  at  Hany  Sander- 
Bon  as  he  blotted  ^  esHStdaticm.  Heksew  tiw  liking 
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AS  A  If  AN  SOWS 

of  the  cros».gnined  and  tMttamciiisi^^MBII.  Jmm^ 

richest  parishioner— for  thia  jmag  aun  «i  hwrty^ 
who  had  come  to  the  parish  only  two  month,  befoi^ 
fresh  from  his  theological  studies,  to  fill  a  place  tm^ 
porariljf  vacant-and  had  stayed  by  sheer  force  of  per- 
■0M%.  He  wondered  if,  aside  from  natural  magnetic 
qualities  iUi  mag  kid  not  been  due  first  of  all  to 
tiie  caiiam  nwiuliliMee  tetvtn  tiie  young  minister 
^d  the  abaent  mm  whom  Ikvid  BOm  was  diaiaherit. 
mg.  For,  as  far  as  aoM  of  mm  wmk,  ^  yomig 
minister  and  the  ne'er^o-weU  mj^t  liave  been  twin 
brothers;  yet  a  totally  different  manner  and  cdoring 
made  this  likeness  rather  suggestive  than  striking. 

No  one,  perhaps,  had  ever  interested  the  commmiity 
more  than  had  Harry  Sandersou.  He  had  entered  upon 
hia  Mea  wUk  ^  m»AM  of  youth,  good  looks,  self- 
P«Miaion  and  an  ample  iseoma  tbiek  upon  him,  and 

had  teoBi^  with  him  a  iwcBlitt  dwa  «rf  mmaer  and 

an  apparent  incapa<%  far  ddiiif         ia  t  UAami 

way.  Convention  aat  lightly  upon  Hany  Sandenoiu 
He  recognized  few  precedents,  either  in  the  new  meOi. 
ods  and  millinery  with  which  he  had  invested  the 
service,  or  in  his  personal  habits.  Instead  of  attending 
tte  meeting  of  St.  Andrew's  GuOd,  after  the  constant 
cBrtflm  of  hie  predaceasor,  he  was  apt  to  be  found  pky- 
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Nr  Ml  vkUB  (ft  pMifani  wtth  hin)  in  the  smart  .tudj 
tt.t  .#A-d  thi  0o«p  ^  ^^h^ 
W.  fMhion.M.  §mk,  or  ^  ^  ^ 

idth  a  briar  pipe  in  hia  mmOt  mA  hk  tem  qNodtf 
Tluminy"  noaing  at  hia  heela.  Hh  tflibtic  lnm»  and 
dean-chiselled  features  made  him  a  rare  figure  for  the 
reading^esk,  as  his  yiolin  practice,  the  cut  of  hia  golf. 
««aeb,  the  immacuUte  elegance  of  his  motorw-evea 
wiiiit  cunation  he  aibcted  in  his  buttonhole- 
wfc  tta  ior  the  yomigtr  men  a  goodly  pattern  of  the 
dotii;  mnAHM  tfmmj  gmm  to  ht  the  faahion  to 
hear  the  brilliiiil  jmag  mbMtt,  io  BMnedM  liii 
classical  aphoriama  or  to  took  up  Wa  Ji^  ^aoiattei 
from  Keats  or  Walter  Pater.   So  that  Mmj  Sander, 
son,  whose  innovations  had  at  first  disturbed  and  raffled 
the  sensibilities  of  those  who  would  have  preferred  a 
^in  the  end  had  drifted,  apparently  without  special 
teto  a  *Br  wider"  popularity  than  that  which 
bewedtottewto.     the  old  invalid  in  the  white  house 
in  the  i^p«BS. 

SM«»ea»iaf  <rf    ttia  waa  i»  tte  kwryart       aa  1» 
P«wad-a  perfunctory  pausfr-befon  he  eoottmied: 
"  •  .  .  I  do  give  and  htpum  lie  iMs  ^  etif 

****  *^ 
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AS  ▲  luir  mm 

H«iy  SMdWBrt  ijfii  kid  Wttiwd  from  the  chair 
totheiHiiifipMttftttfWwkeBrtliytliiteiiin.  Tliii 
WM  Jetiiea  Holme,  tht  OfplMMd  d^Mir  «f  g  fiM 

of  the  old  man's  early  years,  who  had  xeeenUy  cam  to 
the  house  in  the  aspens  to  fiU  the  told  left  by 
departure.   Harry  could  see  the  contour  of  throat  and 
wrists,  the  wild-rose  mesh  of  the  skin  against  the  Rom- 
ney-blue  gown,  the  plenteous  red-bronze  hair  uncoiled 
ni  lilliqg  iB  ft  aiii^  hnii,  and  the  shadowy  pathos  of 
hM9fm.  Ca»rhMd^«.thqr  were,  wide  and  full,  but 
there  wia  in  to  w        «t  nfmOtm^  3m^ 
Holme  was  blind.  As  the  0%  deiftmto  aeMBt  polaW 
the  judicial  period,  as  with  a  mMmumn  edw  «f  ir. 
refutable  condemnation,  Harry  saw  her  under  lip  ia. 
drawn,  her  hands  clasp  tightly,  then  unclasp  in  her  lap. 
Pliant,  graceful  hands,  he  thought,  which  even  blind- 
a«a  eOBM  not  make  maladroit.   In  the  chapel  porch 
■tood  the  ilgore  of  ta  angel  which  she  had  modelled 

nidy  hfy  tiw  woBderfid  tradt  ia  tiw  ibger-tipa. 

''Oo  00,*        ^  oil  am. 

''The  ruiduB  of  mg  uM§,  rtaJ  and  pmonal,  1  th 
give  and  leqmUk  io  mf  wanf,  JfrnSm  BOm,  U  Umd 

hecom« — ** 

He  broke  off  suddenly,  for  the  girl  was  kneeling  by 
the  chair,  groping  for  the  restless  hand  tiutt 
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on  the  afghen,  and  crying  in  a  Btrained,  agitated  voice: 
"No  .  .  .  no  .  .  .  yen.  most  iioti  Vlum, 
piMMt  lamconldbearitr 

••WhyaotP*  Tbt  oM  atBli  irritant  query  was  beiUg- 
•wot  "Wlijiiotf  Wlicfc  ii  tlMtt  for  yra  to  bMT,  I'd 
lOvtoknimf* 

"He  ig  your  son 

"In  the  eyes  of  the  law,  yea.  But  not  ottirviMP 
His  voice  roie.  "What  has  he  done  to  deserve  anything 
from  me?  What  has  he  had  all  his  life  but  kindness? 
And  how  has  he  repaid  it?  By  being  a  waster  and  a 
prodigal.  By  setting  me  in  contempt,  and  finally  by  Xor- 
nldag  me  in  my  old  age  Isr  Ui  own  paths  of  ribaldiy." 

The  giddieokber  bead.  Too  doa'l  Immr  vlum  he 
liaov,er  villi  he  iidoii^  0  he  me  vfld  aid  led^ 
leas,  Ihavenodenbt  Birt  %hen  he  qnamlled  and  kft 
yon,  wasn't  it  perhaps  because  he  was  too  qnidc-tem- 
pored  ?  And  if  he  hasn't  come  back,  isn't  it  perhipi  he- 
cause  he  is  too  proud?  Why,  he  wouldn't  be  your  son 
if  he  weren't  proud !  No  matter  how  sorry  he  might 
be,  it  would  make  no  difference  then.  I  could  give  him 
tiw  money  you  had  given  me,  but  I  couldn't  change  the 
M,  Ton,  hii  m  iaOm,  wwM  have  dieovned  him, 
dinnherited  him,  ^d»n  awiy  his  hiTOni^P 

**Ab&  tUsbify  he'd  detene  itP  he  aucppO,  hie  bout 
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AS  ▲  MAN  BOWS 

doein't  want  a  father  «  ft  haam,  Bl  mrtf  «m 
way  and  a  freedom  that  it  IkOHtl  X  kam 

don't ;  you  never  saw  him.** 
♦1  never  saw  you  either,'*  she  sai  J,  a  little  sadly. 
"Come,"  he  answered  a  shade  more  gently.  "I  didn't 
"Mill  yoBT  eyes,  my  dear  1  I  mean  that  you  never  met 
Mm  in  jma  Uh.  B»ha&  ahoken  off  the  dust  of  hii 
ImI  tfSm^  m»  hmm  htim  ym  mm  to  bri^iin  % 
Joaioa.  r*«  not  fngirfis  him  atvan  tisM;  Fvt  in- 
gim  htm  seventy  times  lefai.  M  b»  te^  tiw| 
forgiveness.  To  him  I  am  only  *the  old  mtn*  wko  n- 
fused  to  *put  up'  longer  for  his  fbpfMries  and  extraya- 
gancesi   When  he  left  thia  house  six  months  ago,  he 
declared  he  would  never  enter  it  again.  Very  well— let 
him  stay  away  f  He  shan't  come  back  when  I  am  in  my 
fW»^te|%dadBiftiiddrak«awiththemone,  bp  mis- 
wii!  AiidI»TOfiMditiott«tywiwoii»tl>eaWe  a)give 
it  away  eiih«,  Jenioft.  CHro  ae  iiift  poi"  ht  add  to 
the  judge,  "and,  StateMD,  vffl       aagf  Wt  AiO 
need  the  butler  to  witnen  with  you." 

As  Farry  Sanderson  rose  to  his  feet  the  gi^  M 
kneeling,  turned  half  about  with  a  hopeless  gesture. 
"Oh,  won't  you  help  me?"  she  said.  She  spoke  more  to 
teself,  it  seemed,  than  to  either  of  the  men  who  waited. 
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Harry's  face  was  in  ihe  shadow.  The  lawyer  with 
careful  delUtenitioii  mm  pi^iag  a  mm  pea  into  tlw 

holder. 

"Sanderson,"  said  the  old  man  with  bitter  fierceness, 
lifting  his  hand,  "I  dare  say  you  think  I  am  hard ;  but 
I  tell  yoQ  Hum  hu  nem  been  a  day  since  Hugh  was 
bom  when  I  wouldn't  lurre  lakl  down  my  life  for  him! 
Yon  axeso  lilKtl  Wbaa  I  loc^  «fc  joo,  I  seem  to  aee  Mm 
as  he  might  hare  been  bat  for  Mt  own  wi^rwazd  duieel 
If  he  were  aaly  as  like  you  in  ofiier  tilings  n  be  u  in 
feature !  You  are  nearly  the  same  age;  you  went  to  the 
same  college,  I  believe;  you  have  had  the  same  advan* 
tages  and  the  same  temptations.  Yet  you,  an  orphan, 
come  out  a  divinity  student,  and  Hugh — my  son! — 
ecmies  ont  a  xoisterer  with  gambling  debts,  a  member  of 
ii»  f&rt  le^' ont  <tf  a  dkMolete  Imiarnity  known  it 
Biia^*  whm  fmf  m^tlkmm,  m  dnd^  mm  a  ^aam  to 
tbeinstitationr 

MManej  Su^nson  turned  slowly  to  the  li|^l  A 
strange  panorama  in  that  momoit  had  flashed  throag^ 
his  brain — ^kaleidoscopic  pictures  of  an  earlier  reckless 
eta  when  he  had  not  been  known  as  the  "Reverend 
Henry  Sanderson."  An  odd,  sensitive  flush  burned  his 
forehead.  The  hand  he  had  outstretched  to  the  bell-cord 
dropped  to  Ilk  sid^  and  be  said*  with  pakfal  fteadinen : 
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**l  tiiink  I  ought  to  say  that  I  was  the  f  oBii*r,  sad 

at  iiie  tine  yott  ipitk     tto  AI*ol  of  The  Saints.** 

The  pen  ntOed  agtiast  the  sithog^jiy,  as  the  mas  of 
law  leaned  back  to  ngud  the  tpmket  wifli  a  ataie  el 
surprise  whetted  with  a  keen  edge  of  niirie  nwfmfnt. 

The  oia  man  sat  silent,  and  the  girl  crondied  by  the 
chair  with  parted  lips.  The  look  in  Han/s  face  was 
not  now  that  of  the  decorative  young  churchman  of  the 
Sabbath  surplice.  It  held  a  keen  electric  sense  of  the 
sharp  contraiie  of  life,  touched  with  a  wakeful  pain  of 

**!  was  in  tite  eanM  year  witii  Hugh,"  Harry  went  on. 
«We  wwed  onr  wiM  eati  togefliti-Hi  t%  CR^  I  ^Bcy, 
for  us  both.  That  page  oi  my  life  ia  p«ted  down.  I 

speak  of  it  now  because  it  would  be  cowardly  notio.  I 
have  not  seen  Hugh  since  college  closed  four  years  ago. 
But  then  I  was  all  you  have  called  him— a  waster  and 
a  prodigal.  And  I  was  mors ;  for  while  others  foUowed, 
Ihk  Ai  college  I  was  known  as  'Satan  Sanderson*." 

He  liopped.  The  old  man  deared  his  throat,  but  did 
net  t^mk,  Se  waa  holdag  at  Hany  fixedly.  In  the 

paaat  tte     Jnod  kia  i^iM  liai^  «ul     lier  ebaA 
against  it   Harry  leaned  an  elbow  upon  the  mantel- 
piece as  he  eraitinned,  m  a  low  voice: 
''Coll«g8i  an  not  moral  stodt-Jadwta.  Urn  hgm 
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thwe  to  cut  about,  try  tiwiiMelTeB  and  find  their  bear- 
ings. They  are  in  hand-tonch  wifli  temptation,  uuT  ont 
of  earshot  of  the  warnings  of  experience.  The  mental 
and  moral  machine  lacks  a  governor.  Slips  of  the  cog 
^hen  may  or  may  not  count  seriously  to  character  in  the 
end.  They  sometimes  si-nify  only  a  phase.  They  may 
be  mew  idiosyncrasy.  I  have  thought  that  it  stood  in 
^  mm,"  U  aided  wVk  the  glimmer  of  a  smile,  "with 
Satan  Saiid?««ii;  lie  mm»  to  me  femn  thk  f ocas  to 
be  quite  anocher  indiridiial  fmm  tiie  piemtt  zeeior  of 
St.  James.*' 

"It  is  only  the  Hugh  of  the  present  that  I  am  dealing 
with,"  interposed  the  old  man.  For  David  Stires  waa 
just  and  he  was  feeling  a  grim  respect  for  Hany'a  Iwai- 

Hany  acknowledged  the  brusque  kindliness  of  the 
tone  wffli  a  »ae  motkm  of  the  hand.  As  he  spoke  he 
had  been  feeling  his  way  throng^i  a  ma»  of  contradic 
tory  impulses.  Wat  a  mogHttl  U  M  been  baefc  in  tia^ 
old  irresponsible  time;  the  Hi%h  h»  had  knoim  tiien 
had  sprung  to  his  mind's  eye— an  imitative  iStm,  wHh 
a  certain  grace  and  brilliancy  of  manner  that  made 
him  hail-fellow-well-met,  but  vlthal  shallow,  foppish 
and  incorrigible,  a  cheap  and  shabb/  imitator  of  the 
oatwwd  manner,  not  the  inner  graces,  of  good-fellow- 
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ship.  Tei  Hugh  had  hem  one  of  his  own  '^il  nP; 
thejr  M  edkd  h^  <*Ste't  shadov^"  » tribaie  to  tiio 
actual  resemblance  as  veU  as  to  the  palpaUe  iautttian 
he  afleeted.    Harry  shivered  a  little.   The  sitoatkm 

seemed,  in  antic  irony,  to  be  reversing  itself.   It  was 
as  if  not  alone  Hugh,  but  he,  Harry  Sanderson,  in  ihrf 
person  of  that  past  of  his,  was  now  brought  to  bar  for 
judgment  in  that  room.  For  the  instant  he  forgot  how 
utterly  characterless  Hugh  had  shown  himself  of  old, 
how  devoid  of  aU  desize  for  nhahiUtation  his  present 
reirata^  in  Has  town  argued  him.  At  Ihtt  mement 
it  seoned  u  if  in  nving  Hugh  fKon  thu  eondonnaiion, 
he  was  pleading  im  hiandf  aa  ]»  had  he»-fer  ^ 
further  chance  which  he,  but  for  circumstances,  pe^aepBt 
had  needed,  too.   His  mind,  working  swiftly,  told  him 
that  no  appeal  to  mere  sentiment  would  suffice— he 
must  touch  another  note.  As  he  paused,  his  eyes  wan- 
draed  to  an  oil  portrait  on  the  wall,  and  suddeni;;  he 
saw  Ml  way. 

*Troi^»  he  *«hav»  IM  a  life  of  just  and  bal- 
anced MtioD.  It  h  teed  in  ti»  bone.  Ton  Me  iQ 
loose  conduci,  «id  x^^.  Tea  M  »  moil  ia  Mi^ 
for  the  simple  reason  that  he  is  yonr  aon.  The  very 
relation  makes  it  more  impossible  to  countenance.  He 
should  be  like  you— of  temperate  and  prudent  haUI. 
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But  did  you  and  he  start  on  equal  terms?  Yonr  grand- 
father was  a  Standish;  your  ancestry  was  undiluted 
Puritan.  Did  Hugh  have  all  your  fund  of  resistance?" 

The  old  naan's  gaze  for  the  first  time  left  Harry's 
face.  It  lifted  for  an  iastuit  to  the  portrait  at  which 
Htny  had  glaaoedr-a  picture  of  Hugh's  dark  gipsy- 
lOct  ]Bother»paiBied  ia  tl»  mta^  ti  her  aaniage,  and 
the  year  of  her  death— and  in  that  iostast  the  stem 
lines  about  the  mouth  relaxed  a  little.  Harry  had  laid 
his  finger  on  the  deepest  cord  of  feeling  in  the  old 
man's  gruff  nature.  The  glow  that  had  smoldered  in 
the  cavernous  eyes  faded  and  a  troubled  cloud  came  to 
belie  ^tmt  former  wrath. 

*"As  a  man  sows/  you  say,  and  you  deny  him  an- 
o&tt  seeding  and  it  Bu^  be  a  betiwtovest.  Toushut 
<he  door^-•Bd  if  you  d»ut  it,  it  migr  not  awing  open 
again!  With  me  it  was  tiie  turning  of  a  kmg  lane. 
Hugh  perhaps  has  not  tunied— yet**  A  brea&  of  ^ 
past  life  had  swept  anew  over  Harry,  the  old  shudder- 
ing recoil  again  had  rushed  upon  him.  It  gave  his 
voice  a  curious  energy  as  he  ended:  "And  I  have  seas 
how  far  a  man  may  go  and  yet— come  back 

There  was  s  pau^e.  The  judge  had  an  inspiratiOT. 
He  ifMsA  ^  panhmei^  ai^  tarn, 

*Pteh^  it  would  be  as  well,**  he  add  in  a  matier- 


AS  A  HAir  sows 

of-fect  wv.  -If  the  signing  be  left  open  for  the  present. 
L«*  teituaamB.  whsteyer  their  provisions,  are  more  or 
ess  wrio«  n»tt«^  «»d  fa  jwa  ca«e,"_he  nodded 
toward  the  occnpwrt  of  &e  didi-'^tt^  k  not  tte 
element  of  nece«itou.  h««t*  Of  coon. «  he  added 
tentatively,  '1  am  at  your  service  at  any  «»e.*' 

He  rose  as  he  spoke,  and  kid  the  document  <a  the 

table. 

For  «  vmaaat  David  Stires  sat  in  silence.  Then  he 
with  «  g^int  «f  the  old  ironic  fire:  "You  should 
h«e  been  »  ,p««I  pbtder,  Sanderson.  There's  no 
^toobadfiartt«itea«te«it«c«»forl  Well 
•  .  .  well  .  .  .  wewen^tsignfcMiij^it  Iwfflmd 
It  over  again  when  I  am  more  cqnal  to  it" 

His  visitors  made  their  adieux,  «id  »  ^ 
closed  upon  them,  the  girl  came  to  the  wheels  «ad 
wistfully  drew  the  parchment  from  his  hands. 

«Toa^  a  good  girl,  Jeesica,"  he  said,  "too  good  to  a 
«»eal  you^ve  never  known.  But  ther^go  to  your 
^dtM.  I  ca  ifag  f„  Blake  when  I  want  any. 

For  long  the  dd  man  «rt  al«ie,  musing  in  hk  chair, 
his  eyes  on  the  piA^  portray  on  the  waa.  TheW 
there  was  just  as  young  and  fair  and  joyow  «.  ^ianA 
yesterday  she  had  stood  in  bridal  whif»  hiiiie  |^ 
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instead  of  so  long  aga-w  loi^  ago!  m  lips  moved. 
"In  return  for  the  care  and  aonwr,*  he  mnitered,  *Wl 
the  days  of  his  life!" 

At  length  he  sighed  and  took  up  a  nffflyfTif.  Be  wm 
thinking  of  Harry  Sanderson. 

**How  like!'*  he  said  aloud.  "So  Sanderson  sowed 
IiiR  outs,  tool  .  .  .  Whm  ha  ftood  there,  with 
^  HgU  m  Mi  flwo  1^  he  iiM— I— I  eoidd 
ilnoil  liftve  iboii^i  it  was  Hui^P* 


OHAPTEB  II 


Htey  Sanderwn  and  the  jndge  parted  ai  the  gite, 
•ad  Hany  walked  slowly  home  in  the  moonlight 
The  youthful  folHe.  that  he  had  resurrected  when  he 
hioidf  hk  old  nickname  of  "Satan  Sander- 
ki  llid  kfl  •     Wifaia  lum,  had  buried  so  deep, 
that  the  ironic  tna  «£  efaam-boee  thai  hrf  dragged 
them  into  view,  sony  AOtbrn,  mm^  iatrwb,  and 
•malicious.  Not  that  he  was  desiww  iri^w 
Ise  colors;  he  had  brought  into  hii  new  camr  more 
than  a  soupgon  of  the  old  indifference  to  popakr  aeti. 
n«tion,  the  old  propensity  to  go  his  own  way  md  to 
CMO  very  little  what  others  thought  of  him.  The  stinff 
^  •  ««r  one;  it  WW  hi.  own  present  of  fair  e^m- 
^  «^  go^  t^  tfcrt  iie,^  with  a  faatidious 
wnse  of  abaaement  from  the  reodkctiiai. 

As  he  stood  in  ^  Htawy,  Me  lod  «  &  «^ 
piece,  he  had  been  painfully  cmioii.  «f  detail  He 
remembered  vividly  the  half  amused  tmile  of  the  kw. 
yer,  the  ailent,  litteni«g  attitude  <^  tfae 
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bj  the  irhcel-chair.  He  had  seen  Jenitm  HoliM  woumif 
a  half-dozen  timefl,  then  only  at  service,  or  driving  be- 
hind the  Stires  baj-s.  That  moment  when  she  had 
thrown  herself  beside  the  old  man's  chair  to  plead  for 
the  son  she  had  never  seen — an  instant  revelation 
wrought  by  the  strenuous  agitation  of  the  moment- 
had  beta  illimiiitthv;  it  litd  given  hint  «  lightning- 
likt  glimpae  into  the  unpluBmwiad  ^tpe  of  wosumfy 
niudilahiiew  and  qpmpsiliy.  Bt  MMi  aniinlr.  Bt 
had  not  realized  that  she  was  so  beautifuL 

What  a  tragedy  to  be  Wind,  for  a  woman  with  tem- 
perament, talent  and  heart!  To  be  sightless  to  the 
beauty  of  sueh  a  perfect  night,  with  that  silver  bridge  of 
stars,  those  far  hills  rising  like  purple  tulips — ^an  allur- 
ing night  fw  thoM  who  saw !  The  picture  she  had  made, 
knading  with  tiw  lamplight  rosying  in  her  hair,  hung 
balm  Ite.  ^  tmmm-teuiL  wHb  n^idi  lia  twm  bai 
htm  fan  was  in  his  xmrtrib,  aai  ymm  iaibed  iato  Mi 
mind: 

!  awear,  M I  thomM  «nm  ttoa,  ta  tkat  boor. 
And  of  bow,  after  all,  old  things  were  b«at. 
That  I  unelt  the  smell  of  that  Jasmln-flowvr 
mddi  aia  aasd  ta  mar  te  ftar  tesM^ 

Under  his  thought  the  lines  repeated  themselves  in  a 
myitieal  monotone. 
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H«  litfl  ima  n  ali  ooBilMMit  tai  yoMftb  ^ 

inheritowB  iBd  tht  frind  of  pmrfy,  fbv  Bifid 
health  was  precarioua.  He  thought  of  this  with  ft 
of  satisfaction.  The  least  of  that  peculiar  clan,  one  wlio 
had  held  his  place,  not  by  likable  qualities  but  by  ft  ver- 
satile  talent  for  entertainment,  Hugh  Stires  yet  deserved 
thus  noA.  Harry  Sanderson  had  never  shirked  an 
obligitkn.  ''At  ft  mia  aowi"— the  old  man's  words  re- 
comdteWai.  «9 Bunin^ 1m  wwed,  after 
all?  Wm  ho>  the  "Satm  Stadanott*'  that  yittfag 
his  deserts?  > 

"If  there  is  a  Providence  that  parcels  obI  our  anfiify 
rewards  and  penalties,'  he  said  to  himself,  "it  hat 
missed  me  I  If  there  is  any  v"  -tue  in  example,  .1  <n^ 
to  be  the  black  sheep.  Hugh  never  influenced  anybody; 
he  was  a  natural  camp-follower.  I  was  in  the  van.  All 
I  stid  «u  ft  mtor,  tU  I  did  a  challenge  to  respectability. 
Tet  hen  I  am,  ft  ah^ierd  of  the  faithful,  a  brother  of 
AaxeaP 

iliiped  mm  htkMf  daof  «»  gii4i^ 

square,  nodding  now  and  then  to  an  aoqiuiataiice,  and 

bowing  on  a  crossing  to  a  carriage  that  bowled  6y  wi& 
the  wife  of  the  Very  Reverend,  the  Bishop  of  the  Dio- 
cese. As  he  passed  a  darkened  entrance,  a  door  with  a 
bmall  barred  window  in  its  upper  panel  opened,  and  a 
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aun  carae  into  th«  ttwet  >  bub  Ugiit  and  Uit  with 
watery  blue  eyes  and  a  drooping,  blond  mtutadw.  Bp 
lifted  his  silk  hat  with  a  faded,  Chesterfieldian  gnMt  m 
he  came  down  the  steps  with  outstretched  hand. 

"My  dear  Sanderson !"  he  said  effusively.  "In  the  in- 
terest of  sweetness  and  light,  where  did  you  stumble  on 
your  dmaSmut  His  style  is  the  admiration  of  the 
towi.  KbI  Ib  fc«vlBf  yow  gifl  «t  aioqaaice,  I  can 
think  of  nothiag  so  splendid  as  pnwwsinf  nOx  a  Urn- 

MM/  ThedtykinjKmrdehkjjmilMiftiiMimttfhsl 
•Ten  a  cleric  can  be  *faat*  without  wpmAf 

Harry  Sanderson  saw  the  weak  features  and  ii^- 
tiating  smile,  the  clayey,  dry-lined  skin  and  restless  eyes, 
but  he  did  not  seem  to  see  the  extended  hand.  He  did 
not  smile  at  tht  badinage  as  he  replied  evenly: 

**Ky  ciniffeur.  Doctor,  is  a  Finn ;  and  hi&  style  is  his 
m,  I  iee,  howm,  tia^  I  matt  decreaie  his  speed- 
limii'* 

Dsetor  Hoietii  stood  a  taammt  keUsf  Vm 
womanish  hands  clenching  and  his  ejraknl  glanee  foB 
of  an  evil  light. 

"The  university  prig!"  he  said  under  his  breath. 
"Doesn't  he  take  himself  for  the  whole  thing,  with  his 
money  and  his  buttonhole  bouquet,  and  his  smug  self- 
righteouanesal   He  thinks  I'm  hardly  fit  to  speak  to 
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•faMfl^liaaio^vittiitkoipitalt  I'd lik* to talt Ub 
dowaapif  r 

He  wtielwd  the  alert,  minittevlal  igsM  m  it  nvadtd 

the  comer.  He  looked  up  and  down  tht  ftiwt^  iMlttife* 

ing;  then,  shrugging  his  shoulders,  he  turned  aad  ltte> 
tcred  the  door  with  the  narrow  iiarwd  wiadinr. 
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XHB  OOJCINO  OF  A  PBOraOAL 

lie  Lrter  w  iim  Mid  the  nooB,  lite^ 
like  a  paper  lantern  over  the  aspen  tope,  dlTered  idl  the 
landscape.  In  its  placid  radiance  the  white  home  hxmud 
in  a  ghostly  pallor.  The  windows  of  one  ode  were 
blank,  but  behind  the  library  shade  the  bulbous  lamp 
still  drowsed  like  a  monster  glow-worm.  From  the 
shadowy  side  of  the  building  stretched  a  narrow  L,  its 
ftont  covered  by  a  roBe-trellig,  whose  pale  blossoms  in 
fi»  soft  night  air  mingled  their  deUcaie  fragrance  with 
titat  (Kf  Hie  landB* 

Save  for  the  one  hri^  pane^  tiieie  seemed  now  no 
life  or  movement  in  the  house.  But  ooWde^  in  tite 
moonlight,  a  lurching,  shabbily-clothed  figure  moved, 
making  his  uncertain  way  with  the  deUberation  of 
composed  inebriety.  The  sash  of  the  window  was  raised 
a  few  inches  and  he  nodded  sagely  at  the  yellow  shade. 

"Gay  old  sUver-topr  he  hiccoughed;  "see  you  in  the 

fia  eapahnd  agi^  a  OOm  hoOn  tad  shook  his 

to 
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head  wife  owMt  grtniiy  «c  he  diaentangled  himself. 
Then  he  iteggeieci  f  trendy  to  the  row-trellis,  and,  chooe- 
ing  its  angle  with  m  asrarance  that  betnjed  ancient 
practice,  climbed  to  uxo  upper  '^•iQdoir,«holitsbcttwiai 

a  knife,  and  let  himself  in.  Ho  painstakingly  ckaed 
both  windows  and  inner  blinds,  before  he  tamed  on  an 

electric  light. 

In  the  room  in  which  he  now  stood  he  had  stored  his 
boyish  treasures  and  shirked  his  maturer  tasks.  It 
shonid  have  lud  de^  hnam  aasociations,  too,  for  once, 
before  the  house  had  been  enhirged  to  its  present  propor- 
tions, that  chamber  had  hem  Ms  ms^hefe.  The  Markha 
Niel  rose  that  clambered  to  the  wodov-dl!  hlA  been 
plantetl  by  her  hand.  In  that  room  he  had  been  born. 
And  in  it  had  occurred  that  sharp,  corrosive  quarrel 
with  his  father  on  the  night  he  had  flung  himadf  from 
the  house  vowing  never  to  return. 

Aa  Hni^  Stiies  stood  looking  about  him,  it  seemed 
fat  an  instant  to  hk  donded  senses  that  the  past  six 
mmfba  of  wandering  mBi  nmavory  advenhae  were  " 
dream.  There  vat  his  bed,  Si  ^en  ^  ibe^ 
and  soft  pillows.  How  he  would  like  to  He  down  jnst 
as  he  was  and  sleep  a  full  round  of  the  dock  I  Last 
he  had  slept— where  had  he  slept?  He  had  forgotten 
for  the  moment  He  looked  longingly  at  the  ^otkaa 
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coverlid.  No;  some  one  might  appear,  and  it  ▼ould  scrt 
do  to  be  seen  in  hia  present  condition.  It  |rM  tcarcely 
ten.  Time  enough  for  that  afterward. 

He  drew  out  the  drawer  of  a  chiffonier,  opened  a 
ck)tel  aad  l^oated  over  tiia  order  and  plenty  of  their 
eei^t^  Be  dISedt  i^cti«i  fytm  ibeae,  and, 
rtea^riag  his  progress  by  widl  imd  cIuur,opeiied  &e  door 
«f  ttt  adjoiiuog  biriltfoom.  Beoitfaiiied  ftdmikr  littii 
with  a  needle  shower.  Without  removing  Ms  dotiiii^ 
he  climbed  into  this,  balancing  himself  with  an  effort, 
found  and  turned  the  cold  faucet,  and  let  the  icy  water, 
chilled  from  artesian  depths,  trickle  over  him  in  a  hnn- 
dred  stinging  needle-points. 

It  was  a  veiy  differcBi  figitie  thai  n&iiexed  the  larger 
fiMMB  a  half-hour  later,  from  the  dinld^  imii4axk  thai 
had  climbed  tl»  nMe-tidlHa.  Tk»  tM  Bm^  ky,  a  hmp 
of  soiled  and  sodden  garments;  the  new  stood  forth 
shaven,  fragrant  with  fresh  linen  and  clean  and  fil  ap- 
parel. The  maudlin  had  vanished,  the  gaze  was  unvezed 
and  bright,  the  whole  man  seemed  to  have  settled  into 
himself,  to  have  grown  trim,  nonchalant,  debonair.  He 
held  up  his  hand,  palm  outward,  between  the  electric 
globe  and  his  ^e— there  was  not  a  tremor  of  nerve  or 
iniiHti       WKiiirik       hamlawh^  no  tpm^  no  uncsp* 
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tain  feet  or  trembling  hands  or  swollen  tongue,  after 
nwre  tbu  »  week  *  deep  potatiose.  He  could  still 
"sober-up**  8«  he  Hied  to  do  (wife  Bhke  tiie  batier  to 
help  him)  when  it  had  been  a  mere  matt»  of  an  etea^ 
inffB  tipsineael  And  law  Itoe  it  Ibtt  to  be  deoea^ 
clad  again ! 

He  crossed  to  a  cheval-glass.  The  dark  handsome 
face  that  looked  out  at  him  was  clean-cut  and  aristo- 
cratic, perfect  save  for  one  blemish— a  pale  line  that 
daated  aenm  the  rifi^t  brow,  a  birth-mark,  resembling 
•  •ar.  All  MaUfetiiiimirit  had  been  an  eyesore  to  its 
owner.  It  had  a  trh*  of  tuniiiig  evU  red  mider  the 
stress  of  anger  or  emotion. 

On  the  features,  young  and  vigoroua  as  they  veie» 
subtle  lines  of  self-indulgence  had  already  set  them, 
selves,  and  beneath  their  expression,  cavalier  and  caress- 
ing, lay  the  unmistakable  stigmata  of  inherited  weak- 
MSfc  But  these  the  gazer  did  not  see.  He  regarded 
VmmM  vMi  ^gotktie  emplacency.  Here  he  was,  just 
aa  aomdaatfer.  He  hai  had  Wi  fling,  and  taught  "the 
QOTenior'*  that  he  ooaM  get  deaf  »«a  enoa^ 
any  paternal  help  if  he  <&m.  IMi  amat  when  Oe 
devil  drives,  but  his  father  should  sever  guess  the  coarse 
and  desperate  expediences  that  had  sickened  Mm  el  lia 
bargain,  or  the  stringent  calcolatioii  of  his  letem.  Be 
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was  no  milksop,  either,  to  come  sneaking  to  }am  vWi 
his  hat  in  his  hand.  T'  hen  he  saw  him  now,  be  wovld 
be  dressed  as  the  gentleman  he  was ! 

He  ettentively  surveyed  the  room.  It  was  clean  and 
dwted-«?idently  it  had  been  carefully  tended.  He 
h»TB  ate^  wit  <rf  it  yertwday.   There  in  a 
coraerwhie  banjo.  <te  ^  ed^    «  rfher  twy 
s  hilf-ccMiBumed  cigar.  It  cnunhled  between  hia  fin- 
gers.  He  had  berai  mdt^  that  dgir  vhoi  Ma 
had  entered  the  room  on  that  last  night.   Tbae,  too^ 
was  the  deck  of  cards  he  had  angrily  flung  on  to  the 
table  when  he  left  Not  a  thing  had  been  disturbed— 
yee,  one  thing.   His  portrait,  that  had  hung  over  his 
bed,  WM  not  in  its  place.  A  momentary  sense  of  trepi- 
iite  nidied  hfan.  Owdd  hk  fafter  reaUy 

Iim  meant  all  he  bud  flikt  is  lua  nipe?  DidhewaUj 
mean  to  duown  him? 

For  an  instant  he  faced  the  hOl  door  dencbed 
hands.  Somewhere  in  the  house,  unconsdoufl  of  hk 
presence,  was  that  ward  of  whose  coming  he  had  learned. 
Moreau  was  a  good  friend  to  have  warned  him !  Was 
ahe  part  of  a  plan  of  reprisal— her  presence  there  a 
tnlt^  Ofcat  to  him?  Could  his  father  mean  to 
•i^her?  tbtt  great  house,  those  grounds,  the 

baft    b»  weiftb,  go  t»  her.  Mid  he,  flie  eon,  be  left  in 
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^«Mf  He  shivered.  Perhaps  he  had  stayed  twiy 
too  Vrngt 

Afh©tenie«»agafai,h«i«rfasooaaiathehalI.  He 
IWwfid.  Alightsh^  irigi,,|»o«*iii|f--iheswkhof  a 
gown.    With  a  snddffi  impnhe  he  siei^  into  the 
embrasure  of  the  window,  as  the  figue  of  a  girl  psowcl 
at  the  door.   He  felt  his  face  flush;  she  had  tfaiDwn  a 
crimson  kimono  over  her  white  night-gown,  and  the 
apparition  seemed  to  part  the  dusk  of  the  doorway  like 
«»  Wd  breast  of  a  robin.  She  held  in  her  hands  a  bunch 
of  the  pale  Mofichal  Niel  roses,  and  his  eye  caught  the 
hag  n^IioM  gwe«9  d  her  bronze  hair,  and  the  rosy 
t»t  of  bare  fteet  throofi^  tl»  wonted  meshes  of  her 
night-slippers. 

To  his  wonder  the  sight  of  the  l^ed  im  eeemei 

to  cause  her  no  surprise.  For  an  instant  she  stood  stiU 
as  though  listening,  then  entered  and  placed  the  nm 
in  a  vase  on  a  reading-stand  by  the  bedside. 

Hugh  gasped.  To  reach  the  stand  the  girl  had  passed 
&e  tpo^  where  he  stood,  but  she  had  taken  no  note  of 
««.  »Br  ga»  had  gone  by  him  as  if  he  had  been 
«nptyair.  Then  he  ieali«d  the  truth ;  Jessica  Holme 
was  blind!  Mweao*.  hstter  had  giwa  hi»  »  inkling 
ofthat.  So  this  was  tte  girl  wi»  whoa  his  fithir  BOW 
t^'w^enedhimf  Was  she  coantiBg  on  hi.  «*  eomiag 
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back,  waiting  for  the  windfall?  fflw  wa.  Wiad-bat 
she  was  beautiful !  Suppose  he  were  to  turn  the  tOUm 
on  the  old  man,  not  only  climb  back  into  his  good 
graces  through  her,  but  even— 

The  thin  line  on  his  brow  sprang  suddenly  scarlet. 
What  a  supple,  graceful  arm  she  had !  How  adroit  her 
<Neria«thqrartaiigedthen»MtaagI  Was  he  already 
irh<%blaefcaiedia  har  o^iiie»r  IWart  fid  ihe  think 
of  him?  Why  did  she  bring  thowflowera  to  that  empty 
room?  Could  it  have  been  she  who  l«d  it  dean 
and  fresh  and  unaltered  against  his  return?  A  confi. 
dent,  daring  look  grew  in  his  eyes;  he  wished  she  could 
see  him  in  that  purple  tie  and  velvet  smoking- jacket  I 
What  an  opportunity  for  a  romantic  self-justification  I 
Should  he  speak?  Suppose  it  should  frighten  her? 

CSttnee  Mwraed  him.  His  respwiion  had  conreyed 
to  her  the  knowledge  of  i  pwaence  in  tte  lown.  He 
heard  her  draw  a  qviek  hreaOi.  "Some  one  u  heceP 
she  whispered. 

He  started  forward.  '^Wait !  wait !"  he  said  in  a  load 
whisper,  as  she  sprang  back.   But  the  voice  seemed  to 
startle  her  the  more,  and  before  he  could  reach  her  side 
was  gone.   He  heard  her  flying  steps  d  scend  the 
^air,  «id  tlra  opening  and  closing  of  a  door. 
Tim  mtMm        jarred  Hugh's  pleasurable  sense  of 
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novelfy.  H«  timirt  lib  liandi  d«ep  into  hig  pockets. 
Now  kt  WW  in  for  it  I  Siit  imdd  almii  tte  home, 
rouse  tlie  ienraiiit--lie  tlioii^  lum  a  staring  cbmertic 
audience  for  the  irnifawnt  KcoiieiliatMii  liii  wterad 

sense  told  him  was  so  necessary.  Whj  eonld  Iw 
slip  back  into  the  old  rut,  he  thought  sullenly,  without 
such  a  boring,  perfunctory  ceremony?  He  had  intended 
to  postpone  this,  if  possible,  until  a  night's  sleep  had 
fortified  him.  But  now  the  sooner  the  ordeal  was  over, 
tto  ht^t  E&ragging  hit  dumlders,  he  went  quickly 
dowB  tiw  stair  to  flw  libmj. 

He  had  known  exacUy  wliat  he  ihoidd  see  fhera-^ 
Tivid  girl  with  the  hue  of  ft^  her  eMi»  &e 
shaded  lamp,  the  wheel-chair,  and  the  feeble  dd  man 
with  his  furrowed  face  and  giay  mustaches.  What  h» 
himself  should  say  he  had  not  had  time  to  reflect 

The  figure  in  the  chair  looked  up  as  the  door  opened. 
•*Hu|^  r  he  cried,  and  half  lifted  himself  from  his  seat. 
Then  he  eetOed  bae^  m&  the  sunken,  indomitable  eyes 
fastened  tiwoMdves  on  hk  son's  ftce. 

Hu£^  wae  mdii^«BS&— clMqpIy  aow  wv  tt» 
girl  start  at  the  nam^  saw  ha  hands  eeteh  at  ibe 

kimono  to  draw  its  folds  over  the  bare  white  throat, 
saw  the  rich  color  that  flooded  her  brow.  He  taw  Mm- 
self  suddenly  the  moving  hero  of  the  sttgexy,  ihe 
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tractive  force  of  the  situation.  Iteiil  tears  came  to  hu 
ejre*— tears  of  insincere  f»'eling,  tine  partly  to  tlie  cheap 
whisky  he  had  drunk  that  day,  whose  outward  conse- 
ffmaem  }»imd  to  drastically  banished,  and  partly  to 
sheer  nmmu  excitation. 

"f^erP  he  sty,  sad  eeaie  and  oevght  the  genat 
hand  that  diook  tga^  the  chair. 

Then  the  deeps  of  the  old  man's  heart  were  raddenly 
broken  up.  "ify  son !"  he  cried,  and  thrtir  Ua  mm 
about  him.  "Hugh— my  boy,  my  boy !" 

Jessica  waited  to  hear  no  more.  Thrilling  with  glad- 
aeas,  and  flushing  with  the  sudden  recollection  of  her 
l  ^  ^  tibroat  aad  feel^  she  slipped  away  to  her  room  to 
ci,<:|>  into  bed 'and  lie  vide-^yed  and  thinking. 

Whrt  ^  he  kKdc  fikef  Of  hit  &ee  idie  had  never 
seen  even  a  counterfeit  presmtmoii  lliron^  what 
adventures  had  he  passed?  Now  that  hft  had  em 
hom?  .orgiving  and  forgiven,  would  he  stay?  He  had 
been  in  his  room  when  she  entered  it  with  the  roses- 
must  have  guessed,  if  he  liad  not  already  known,  that 
she  was  blind.  Would  he  guess  that  she  had  cared  for 
that  room,  had  placed  fresh  flowers  there  often  and 
eitm? 

%ue  she  had  cone  to  the  house  k  the  aipena  Jesdca 
liad  found  fte  teagined  figure  of  Hn|^  a  iinmimft^ 
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prawuce  in  »  IwriMii  I  JikmH  vMi  •  throag  of  aeir 
impresBioM.  The  direful  «rtiB4wpi»  oiiig,  Uljl^^ 
—it  hod  been  the  sudden  ntiiH  ct  an  MeUnt— bid 

fallen  like  a  thunderbolt  upon  a  nature  elastic  and  joy- 
0U8.  It  had  brought  her  face  to  face  with  a  revelation 
of  mental  agony,  made  her  feci  herself  the  hapless 
martyr  of  that  curt  thing  called  Chance;  one  moment 
seeing  n  nnivene  unfolding  before  her  in  line  and  hue, 
the  nexl  Mng  it  mmt  rudely  behind  a  gruesome 
blank  of  Sukmm.  TbB  ixo  jmn  ^bat  Mmnd  had 
been  a  period  Tdwt  4e^  kaa  eoiwei  liwj  1^ 
cialists  had  peered  with  cunning  instrnmoito  into  het 
darkened  eyes,  to  utter  hopeful  plaMtudes— and  to  eonn^ 
sel  not  at  all.   Then  into  her  own  painful  self-absorp- 
tion  had  intruded  her  father's  death,  and  the  very  hurt 
of  this,  perhaps,  had  been  a  salving  one.   It  had  of 
necessity  changed  her  whole  course  of  living.   In  her 
new  suRoundings  Ae  had  taken  up  life  once  more. 
Her  alert  in^ginatim  lud  begun  to  stir,  to  turn  diffi- 
dentlytonewchaiBidgirfei^0!«^«i3  Hrtwail.  Stm 
had  alwa3s  lived  largely  in  books  and  {^etuies,  and  her 
world  was  still  full  of  ideals  and  ol  aiie^ttiCK 
Gratitude  had  made  her  love  the  morose  old  inndid 
with  his  crabbed  tempers;  and  the  wandering  son,  chocs- 
ing  for  pride's  sake  a  resourceless  battle  witli  the  waM 
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—the  very  mystery  of  his  whereabout*— had  takta 
strong  hold  of  her  imagination.  Of  the  quarrel 
had  preceded  Hugh's  departure,  nhe  had  made  her  own 
version.  That  he  should  have  come  back  on  this  very 
night,  when  the  disinheritance  she  had  dreaded  had 
htm  m  nearly  c(niramn«ted,  seemed  now  to  have  an 
»peeid  awl  an  appealing  signiticaace. 

Piwaitljr  alM  loae^  dipped  oa  Iht  nd  UaeiM^  and^ 
iakisf  a  Iny  from  the  podnt  (tf  har  fova,  elob  fna 
the  room.  She  ascende'l  a  stairway  and  unlocked  the 
door  of  a  wide,  bare  attic  where  the  moonlight  poured 
through  a  skylight  in  tlie  roof  upon  an  unfinished  statue. 
In  this  statue  she  had  begun  to  fashion,  in  the  imagined 
figure  of  Hugh,  her  conception  of  the  Prodigal  Son; 
aot  the  batten^  and  Iniak-filled  wayfarer  of  the  parable, 
bnt  a  figure  of  ehander  and  pathoe,  erring  through 
Tnitlifal  ^ide  and  ipir^  The  tmfinirited  day  no  eyes 
bad  seen,  for  those  walls  boun^  her  eapedd  domain. 

Carefully,  one  by  one,  she  unwound  the  «el  eloths 
that  swathed  the  figure.  In  the  streaming  radiance  of 
the  night,  the  clay  looked  white  as  snow  and  ehj  a  crim- 
son ghost  She  passed  her  fingers  lightly  over  the  fea- 
toiw.  Waa  tiie  real  Hugh's  face  like  that?  One  day, 
perhaps,  her  own  eyea  woald  tell  her,  and  she  would 
Mlit  Ttaidifia^iiieiritiolite,birt]ioiM. 
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She  nflMtd  Ot  coverings,  rekeM  the  door,  utd 
veoi  MxfUy  cbwB  to  Imt  b«d. 


When  Hugh  went  shamelMeffiy  ^  ^  „ 
library,  tlje  artificial  glow  that  kmi  ttafM  to  lii  »hp. 
tip«  had  faded.  The  poi«e  of         the  certitude  a 
the  faculties  of  eye  and  hand  that  his  icy  bath  harl  given 
Wm,  were  yielding.    Tlie  penalties  he  had  .lislndgod 
*«•  iitwning  reiolomd.   He  «u  mpidly  beoamng 


HegMpcaMiWigrteiltiBii^te*.-*  xiltlieliglA 
threw  hinudf  fully  itmmi  wfm  ^ht^ttt^lkt 
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fHl  I.Aini  THAX  HAH  MO  TCBHIMe 

(fe  ft  June  day  a  raontli  later,  Harry  Sanderson  sat 
in  his  study,  looking  oot  of  the  window  across  the  dim 
mauaeg  htm  <rf       negligently  smoking.  On  the  dis- 
irat  hill  omiooking  the  town  was  the  cemetery,  flanked 
hy  fields  of  growing  com  wbsm  mBcy,  itrai^.^oiddeied 
CTows  quarrelled  and  pilfered.   He  conld  seo  ^be  long 
white  marl  road,  bending  in  a  broad  curve  between  clo- 
ver-stippled meadows,  to  skirt  the  willow-green  bluff 
above  the  river.   There,  miles  away,  on  the  high  bank, 
he  could  distinguish  the  railroad  bridge,  a  long  black 
■fcektai  ^Naming  «the  hole,"  a  deep,  fish-haunted  pool, 
the  deepest  qwl  in  the  rfwr  for  fifty  miles.  From  the 
veua,  clm-diaded  streets  came  the  mtiBed  clack  of 
tndfr  wbA  the  ^Koer^  hms  of  *  sraie. 
where  a  trolley-bell  was  buzzing  angrily,  and  the  impu- 
dent scream  of  a  blue  jay  sheared  across  the  mm^^. 
Harry's  gaze  went  past  the  streets— past  the  open  square, 
with  its  chapel  spirr  lifting  from  a  beryl  sea  of  foliage 
— ^to  a  white  colonial  porch,  peering  from  betweoi 
tt^em  that  quivered  in  the  tremulous  sunlight 
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The  dqg  on  the  rag  io«,  ftx^dung,  and  came  to 
thrust  an  eager  niiHmiatiiig  mimSB  islo  m  maaln't  lap. 

T{ummy  whined,  the  stubby  taQ  wagged,  but  his  nasier 
paid  no  heed,  and  with  dejected  ears,  he  slssk  ovl  into 
the  sunshine.  Harry  was  looking,  with  brows  gathered 
to  a  frown,  at  the  far-away  porch.  The  look  was  full  of 
a  troubled  question,  a  vague  misgiving,  an  interrogative 
anxiety.  He  was  thinking  of  a  night  when  he  had  saved 
the  son  of  ^  house  from  the  cahuoity  of  diainheiit- 

P«  rinoe  that  Bwoa^g^  ^  ^  ^j^^ 

ing  Harry  had  learned  tint  ii»  kog  kae  had  hid  i» 
true  turning  for  Hugh.  He  had  dfted  him  ttd 
through.  At  college  he  had  put  him  down  for  «  vedr- 
ling— unballasted,  misdemeanant.   Now  he  km  him 
for  what  he  reaUy  was-a  moral  mollusk,  a  scamp  in 
emlHy«v  *  decadent,  realizing  an  ugly  propensity  to  a 
deplorable  finah,   A  consistent  career  of  loose  living 
had  envied         fur  tSnm  ikme  coUege  days  when  he 
had  been  dubbed  "SataiA  Shadow  *  While  to  Hany 
Sanderson  the  eceaitrie  nd  a^uiiiM!  had  Ami  ten, 
ns  it  were,  the  mask  through  whl^  Us  tei^eiimait  - 
looked  at  life,  to  Hugh  it  had  spelled  shipwredc.  Hany 
Sanderson  had  done  broadly  as  he  pleased.  He  had  en- 
tertained whom  he  listed;  had  gtaie  "slumming";  had 
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wwe  boxed  to  a  finish,  for  a  wager,  a  local  pugilist  whose 
acquaintance  he  affected,  known  as  "Gentleman  Jim." 
He  had  been  both  the  hardest  hitter  and  the  hardest 
drinker  in  his  class,  yet  withal  its  most  brilliant  student. 
Active  dunacter  had  enabled  him  to  persist,  as  the  ex- 
•sperating  fanetioB  <rf  nieeeM  which  dissipation  declined 
to  cdimiiuite.  But  ^  saaw  natiual  graniatum  wfakh 
ll  qrite  <rf  tE  tbmti&m  UA  fivtt  Harry  ftodanoft 
dassical  honors,  had  broni^t  Stiies  to  tlw  iaiiai- 
nent  brink  of  expulsion.  Ax.d  since  tiuit  Um^  vitttHift 
the  character  which  belonged  to  Harry  as  a  possession, 
Hugh  had  continued  to  drift  aimlowly  on  down  the 
broad  lax  way  of  profligacy. 

Tb»  conditions  he  found  upon  his  return,  however, 
M  qpoied  Hugh's  eyts  to  tiie  perilous  strait  in  which 
hsatood.  Bewatamatarialist^andtiiefaftolieliadhad 
of  deprtratinilttd^keiMd  kna.  la  ftt  fint  lerBkion, 
when  the  contiHil  betwemiecmi  lamias  mi  {aeaoit 
plenty  was  strong  up<m  he  had  been  al  aszieiM 
pains  to  make  himself  secure  with  his  father— and  with 
Jessica  Holme.  Harry's  mental  sight— keen  as  the  hunt- 
er's sight  on  the  rifle-barrel — was  sharpened  by  his 
knowledge  of  the  old  Hugh,  an  intuitive  knowledge 
g^Md  in  a  significaot  fomiative  period.  He  saw  more 
oltar^  iboi  ^  tom^oft  who>  in  a  general  way,  had 
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known  Hni^iStiwi  an  tlieirHTw.  Week  liy  mek  Hany 
had  seen  him  regain  kel  graaaa  in  Me  ia&a^t  eetoem; 
day  by  day  he  had  seen  him  making  atedioaa  tppetl  to 

all  that  waa  romantic  in  Jessica,  climbing  to  the  Im  of 
each  on  the  ladder  of  the  other^a  regard.  Hugh  was  nat- 
urally a  poseur,  with  a  keen  sense  of  effect  He  could  be 
brilliant  at  wUl,  could  play  a  little  on  piano,  banjo  and 
VHOin,  emM  dng  a  Utile,  and  had  himself  well  in  hand. 
And  feeling  ilw  nnomioaa  eord  af  romance  vibrate  to 
his  tonei^  h»  haA  i^  a  wftk  no  nrddlfia 

fingers. 

Jesaica  was  compantively  free  fnan  tkit  oofoe^  by 

means  of  which  a  woman's  instinct  experiments  ia  eno- 
tion.  Although  she  had  been  artist  enough  before  fb» 
cloistered  years  of  her  blindness  to  know  that  she  was 
comely,  she  had  never  employed  that  beauty  in  the  ordi- 
Miy  blmffiduaeiita  of  giriiah  fascination.  But  steadily 
mi  meoBaeioiuiy  On  had  tuned  in  her  darkness  more 

•nd  awit  to  fte  a»l  teadw  ifr  Hugh 
clothed  all  their  intaremmfc  Her  Uindneaa  had  been  <rf 
too  short  duration  to  have  developed  ^oA  fae  mnm  pm 
ception  with  which  nature  seeks  to  supplement  the  dnk- 
ened  vision.  The  ineradicable  marks  which  ill-governed 
living  had  set  in  Hugh's  face— the  self-indulgence  and 
egotism—she  could  not  aee.  She  mistook  impnlae  for  ia- 

35 


SATAN  SANDERSOIT 


stinct.  She  read  him  by  the  untrustworthy  light  of  a 
colorful  imagination.  She  deemed  him  high-spirited  and 
debonair,  a  Prince  Charming,  whose  prideful  rebellion 
l»d  been  atoied  for  by  a  touching  and  manly  surrender. 

All  this  Harry  had  watdwd  with  a  painful  sense  of 
inpeteBc^  iu»i  ^  feeiii^  vw  upon  hm  io-day  as  he 
•tared  m  from  the  tia^  tomrd  fi»  lyhHe  pon^,  ^ 
tening  in  the  sun. 

At  length,  with  a  little  gesture  expressive  at  ooee  «rf 
helplessness  and  puzzle,  he  turned  from  the  window, 
took  his  violin  and  began  to  play.  He  began  a  barcarole, 
but  the  music  wandered  away,  through  insensible  varia- 
tions, into  a  moving  minor,  a  composition  of  his  own. 

It  Ivolffi  off  Buddaily  at  a  dog's  fierce  snarl  from  the 
yard,  mdtte  rattle  <^  a  thrown  pel^Ie.  Immediately  a 
knock  came  at  the  door,  and  a  man  entered. 

**Don't  stop,"  said  th6  new-eomer.  "Fto  imppei  in 
f«  only  a  minute  I  That's  an  ill-tempered  little  l^nte 
of  yours  I  If  I  were  you,  I'd  get  rid  of  him." 

Harry  Sanderson  laid  the  violin  carefully  in  its  case 
and  shut  the  lid  before  he  answered.  'Tlummy  is  impul- 
sive,** he  said  dryly.    "How  is  your  father  to-day, 

Theo&eriiq^  fhe  toe  of  hissing  patent-Ieaflier 
witii  his  ens  m  be  sa»  with  s  look  of  flUnoBor: 

m 


JTHB  LANE  THAT  HAD  m  TmmSQ 

"Ahmi  M  vdl  at  wiaL  He's  pknning  now  to  put 

aw  fa  bBBaeM,  tti  e^ecto  ne  te  beeraie  a  ttaid  pillar 
of  society-life  Saimmm/  «  1»  4jt  forty  tiaw  . 
week.  HowdoyoudoiiiHany?  There  an't  an  old  kdy 
in  town  who  thinks  her  parlor  carpet  half  good  enough 
for  you  to  walk  on !  You're  only  a  month  older  than  I 
am,  yet  you  can  wind  the  whole  vestiy,  §ai  the  bidiop  to 
boot,  around  your  finger  !'* 

"I  wam't  aware  of  the  idolatry.''  Harry  laughed  a 
little-a  diitant  lan^^  *Trou  are  observant,  Hugh." 

*^m3boijemwmiL  Pd  like  to  know  how  you 
*>it  Itwaiahray8  8owifliyon,eTOnat«dlegft  Yoa 
could  do  pretty  mudiae  yon  Mked,  and  yet  be  popular, 
too.  Why,  there  was  never  a  jamboree  eoi^iete  trithottt 
you  and  your  violin  at  the  head  of  the  tabk;** 

"That  is  a  long  time  ago,"  said  Hany. 

**More  than  four  years.  Four  years  and  a  month  to- 
morrow,  since  that  last  evening  of  college.  Yet  I  imag- 
ine it  will  be  hmger  before  we  forget  it  I  I  think  of  it 
•an,  nme^  m  the  b^^_«  Hugh  went  on  more 
dowly,— ««that  last  dinner  of  The  Sainia,  and  poor 

Ai«^         ^  tt^  ,reh%  BBiktt  wreaa  owr  floe 

eye  and  the  choet  down  his  d»rt-&(a^~ihe& 

the  sudden  silence  like  a  wet  blanket!  I  ottn  lee  fafat 
M  when  hia  head  diofiwL  StWMdtodaM^ 
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up  in  his  chair.  How  horrible  to  die  like  that !  I  didn't 
touch  a  drink  for  a  month  afterward!"   He  shivered 
and  mi&ed  to  Ow  iMnr. 
Hany  did  Bot  apeak.  The  winds  had  tom  the  sel* 
work  of  the  past  as  sheet-Hj^tiiii^  teazi  the  rammer 
dusk;  had  caUed  up  a  ghost  that  he  had  labtned  herd 
to  lay— a  memory-specter  of  a  select  coterie  whose  wild 
days  and  nights  had  once  revolved  about  him  as  its 
central  sun.   The  sharp  tragedy  of  that  long-ago  even- 
ing had  been  the  awakening.    The  swift,  appalling 
eatetio]^  had  crashed  into  his  career  at  the  pivotal 
moment  It  had  shocked  him  from  his  orbit  and  set 
him  to  the  right-«bottt»lace.  And  the  moral  boulevem- 
titmt  M  muM  msk  m  topi  ne^       tiie  mia- 
»try. 

An  odd  confusion  blurred  his  vision.  Perhaps  to 
cover  this,  he  crossed  the"  room  to  a  small  private  safe 
which  stood  open  in  the  comer,  in  which  he  kept  his 
tithes  and  his  charities.  When  Hugh,  shrugging  his 
sixial^n  mUio  i&gBdmt  the  unwelcome  picture  he  had 
painted,  tnined  again,  Hany  was  putting  into  it  some 
papm  £r«»B  his  podcet  H«l^^  aav  aetioa;  his  eyes 
fastened  on  the  safe  avidly. 

"I  say,"  he  said  after  a  Taamaafft  pnae,  tt 
made  to  shnt  its  dxxx,  "can  yon  hotm  me.  mu^lbm  Mt^ft 
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I'm  flat  on  my  uppers  again,  and  the  old  mn  Iim  beea 
tight  as  nails  with  me  since  I  came  back.  I'm  sun  to 
be  able  to  return  it  with  the  rest,  in  a  week  or  two." 

Harry  stretched  his  hand  again  toward  the  safe- 
then  drew  it  back  with  compressed  lips.   He  had  met 
Hn^  with  pernstoil  wwrtesy,  and  the  other  had  found 
him  wdBdeiitiy  oMigiag  with  W  Of  late,  however, 
hisiierf«iltidh«ai<a«^  Th« patent cufcaktiwi  of 
Hugh's  course  had  sidnmed,  and  hia  flippant  cynidan 
had  jarred  and  disconcerted  him.   A  growing  aeoaa  of 
security,  too,  had  made  Hugh  less  circumspect  Wm 
than  once  during  the  past  month  Harry  had  seen  him 
issue  from  the  shadowed  door  whose  upper  panel  held 
the  littb  haned  window-the  door  at  which  Doctor 
Morean  had  entrance,  thon^^  decent  doors  were  dosed 
in  his  fioft 

Hn^'B  lowered  gaae  aaw  tto  amaied  monanent  and 

his  cheek  flushed. 

"Oh,  if  if  8  inconvenient,  I  won't  trouble  yon  f^tl» 
accommodation,"  he  said.  «I  dare  say  I  can  rake  ii» 

The  attempt  at  nonchalance  cost  him  a  palpable 
effort  Comparatively  small  as  the  amount  was,  he 
needed  it  He  was  in  sore  straits.  By  hook  or  crook 
he  ntnat  stave  off  an  evil  day  whose  approach  he  knew 
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It  in't  Out  it  is  inconvenient,  Hugh,"  said  Harry. 
tkA  1 9a*i  ap^ove  your  manner  of  living  lately, 
■aa— I  doii*t  knov  iriten  tiw  fifty  is  going." 
The iBMk<«K«|^i'f brow wcMeMd.  "Iwanrtwrwt 

that  I  was  expected  to  render  yoo  an  accounting,*'  he 
said  sulkily,  "if  I  do  borrow  a  dollar  or  two  nov  aid 
then!  What  if  7  play  cards,  and  drink  a  Uttle  wbm 
I'm  dry?  I've  go,;  to  have  a  bit  of  amusement  once  in 
a  while  between  prayers.  You  liked  it  yourself  well 
enough,  before  you  discovered  a  sudden  talent  for 
preaching  P 

''Some  men  hMe  fheir  tafanti  under  a  napkin,'*  said 
Harry.  «Y<w  drown  yo«i»-4n  a  hotOa  You  have 
been  steadily  going  downMlL  Ton  are  decdnng  yonr 
father-and  others— with  a  pretraded  reform  whidi 
isn't  skin-deep !  You  have  made  them  beUero  you  are 
living  straight,  when  you  are  carousing;  that  yoo  ke^ 
respectable  company,  when  you  have  taken  19  wi&  % 
besotted  and  discredited  gambler!" 

"I  suppose  you  mean  Doctor  Moreau,"  returned 
"Time  are  plenty  of  people  in  town  who  are 
worse  than  be  is." 

'^e  is  a  ^pMi^Hfte^^  iron  ^  ^  ^ 

addiction  to  drugs,  and  expdkd  fremi  Ua  dub  for  dwat- 
ingat  cards." 

40 


TiUs:  LANE  TWa  HAS  NO  TCKHHG 

**Be§  down  and  0Bt»»  nid  Hii|^  inlleiilj,  "and  aaj 
curetiiMtehim.  HeiwverdMited ne, tadl fiad Ito 
better  compny  iam  jmor  iuie&a(ttioiii»  |idiB-^b« 

sort.  I'm  not  going  to  give  him  the  cold  shoulder  be- 
cause everybody  else  does.  I  never  went  htdt  en  a 
friend  yet.  I'm  not  that  sort  I" 

A  steely  look  had  come  to  Harry  Sanderson's  ^es; 
he  was  thinking  of  the  house  in  the  aspens.  While  he 
^Eed,  ehooting  pictures  bad  been  flashing  through  his 
mind.  Nor,  at  iiie  heart  of  fliis  eager  protester  of  loy- 
alty, this  leenaal  'teiai  i^al  haoic  en  a  itimi^ 
his  face  set  like  a  fi»i?t. 

"Yon  i»ver  had  a  friend,  Hu^^"  he  said  iteidity. 
"You  never  really  loved  anybody  or  anything  but  your, 
self.  You  are  utterly  selfish.  You  are  deliberately 
lying,  every  hour  you  live,  to  those  who  love  you.  You 
are  playing  a  part^f  or  your  own  ends !  You  were  only 
a  good  imitation  of  a  good  fellow  at  college.  You  are  a 
pomr  imitattoii  at  a  man  of  honor  now.'' 

Hni^  zoae  to  ys  feet,  as  he  aonrraed  ho^  «Aiid 
what  are  you,  Fd  like  to  know?  Just  because  I  tal» 
my  pleasure  as  I  pieai^  whik  jm  dwoee  to  tt 
stained-glass  cherub  of  yourself,  is  no  zeascm  w%  I'in 
not  just  as  good  as  you !  I  knew  you  well  enough  before 
yon  ad  up  for  amk  a  pattern.  You  didn't  go  in  mneli 
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then  for  a  theological  diet.  Pshaw !"  he  went  on,  snap- 
ping hia  fingers  toward  the  well^tocked  bookshelves. 
"I  wondtr  hmr  math  of  all  that  you  really  beliere !" 

HanypanedilMliiniciieeof  tliexeniiiE.  Hefiednd 
ft  bit  of  doit  from  hia  deev»  before  be  uummA,  n^ing 
•  little  disdainfully: 

"And  how  much  do  you  believe,  Hugh?** 

"I  believe  in  running  my  own  affairs,  and  letting 
other  people  run  theirs!  I  don't  believe  in  talking 
<ant,  and  posing  as  a  little-tin-god-on-wheels  I  If  I 
liwd  in  a  glass-house,  I'd  be  precious  careful  not  to 
Amri^meeP 

Httiy  Sanderson  was  staring  at  bim  conondy  now— 
a  stare  of  singnba  isquiiy.  Ttiit  shaSor  vitoess  of 
bb  youtbfnl  misoondnct,  itei,  jaigei  Mm  hf  binadf; 
^oned  bim  a  mere  masquerader  in  the  domino  of  ^ 
corous  life,  carrying  the  ifeckless  and  vicious  humors  of 
his  nonage  into  the  wider  issues  of  living,  and  clothing 
an  arrant  hypocrisy  under  the  habit  of  one  of  Qod's 
minbtersl 

Ti»  eMe  weight  <rf  air  in  tbe  study  seemed  sud- 
daaly  grown  ^snffootiBg.  He  readbed  and  flung  open 
^  dow,  and  stood  lod^  aenas  ^ 

«mragb  the  mellow  light  of  the  duskily  tinted  nave, 
aolflam  aa  with  tbe  bnA  of  past  pz^.  On  this  inia- 
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rior  had  been  lavished  the  special  love  of  the  invalid, 
who  had  given  of  his  riches  that  this  place  for  the  com- 
fort of  souls  mij^t  be.  It  waa  an  expanse  of  dim  colors 
and  duk  ipoodmnk.  At  iia  eastern  end  was  the  high 
altar,  with  tall  flmran  in  aitielj  gilt  vaaea  on  eithw 
a^  and  ft  bnaa  tectam  ^Banned  aea^gr.  In  Ot 
western  wall  was  set  a  great  xoae-windoir  of  ridt  stained 
glass— a  pictnte  of  the  eternal  tragedy  of  Calvary.  As 
Harry  stood  gazing  into  the  mellow  light,  Hugh  paced 
moodily  up  and  down  behind  him.  Suddoily  he  caught 
Harry's  arm  and  pointed. 
Harry  txaaed  and  looked. 

Above  the  aumid  vas  wt  a  mirror,  and  from  where 
tbqr  stood,  m*  xefleeted  Hni^a  ftm.   It  stntl^ 

Hany,  fiar  soae  Mdt  <tf  ^  itoo^iere^  or  tiie  san^t 
falling  throng  tiie  painted  |^  lightening  th»  saSov 
lue  and  leaving  the  hair  in  deeper  Aade— as  ft 
cunning  painter  by  a  single  line  will  alter  a  whole 
pliysiognomy-— had  for  the  instant  wiped  out  all  super- 
ficial unresemblance  and  left  a  weird  likeness.  As 
Hugh's  mocking  countenance  looked  from  the  oval 
firame,  Hmy  had  a  queer  sensation  as  if  he  were  look- 
it^  it  Ms  mm  wi&  aome  is^inable  smear  of 
attai]^  npcm  it— un,  trail  of  eviL  As  be  drew  away 
iram  ^  tow^  his  eye  followed  the  bar  (tf  • 
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tinengh  tfce  lie«  of  tte  nnrtpwUut  thkl. 

Hie  inoT«ment  bit^e  the  spdi    Ifhm  l» 

■pin  till  «H  rio  impression  of  identity  was  gone. 

Hugh  hud  folt  the  rocoil.  "Not  coMplnnented,  eh'" 
he  MiM  witi)  n  iinlf-.nccr.  "Too  bad  the  prodigal  should 
reBon.l>le  Sati  n  Sandrrson,  the  faahionabli  .ari.sh  rector 
who  wavM  his  anus  ,o  gracefully  in  th'-  pulpit,  and 
pNt^iat  MMe  mibmm  I  You  uidn't  mind  it 

•oaraA  iathe  ^  iipf  Wmim  m^/*  he  tMti  with 

*Sat«n'nowr 
He  went  back  to  the  «afe. 

The  movement  set  Hi^h  instantly  to  regretting  hi? 
hasty  tongue.  If  he  iMd  <mly  a^wmed  penitence,  in- 
eletd  ti  flyiog  iato  m  paa^i^  he  mi^^i  h»e  hak  the 

"There's  no  MDae  is  «s  ^  qinrwiriiii,"  mM 

hastily.  "We've  been  friends  a  1<h^  th—   jPip  ,^0^  . 
didn't  intend  to  when  I  camp  in.    I  snppoK 
right  about  some  things,  and  p-  )bably  dropping  '  oreau 
wouldn't  hurt  me  aagr.   Vm  aot^  I       1^  I 
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Bni^  ^»oi  ^  kMini  i^  1^  luBii  «a  «m  Iwfe^ 
iiMB  iailitfl  nf  e^a^  ^  door,  h»  <Nv  onl  ft  Utte 

drawer.  1I«  Iifte<3  s  pidbei  ^  orlq^  jeBMr-bae'  '  and 
slowly  cott?  1  o«t  <M»  koK?-  '  lollars.  "I'm  trjiag 
to  !  iievc        nean  «i  n-,  Hugh,"  he  said. 

11^  Th's  finpt  3  clor      agi'T     \  er  the  crackling  no' 
Now  that's  vhite  of     m.      -^r  evorything  I  sai  * 
a  goei  f^^li  *  ^=  r      ^  al   and  IH  ahn^ 

vii  kg   ft!  diooiil  ift  ft 

1  f  r  mi  Mttit  iowa.  He  talln  «t  rt  tir- 
l^  ^n,  mk..  J  MfRpese  he'll  come  down  haniMHsetr, 
8?^  give  TV.  a  chance  to  look  my  debts  in  the  fa'?  ' 
lie  pockett  '  be  money        an  air  of  relief  aftd  i  ^ 

T  his  h        ^  cane. 

Ju  ror    he  dusty  street  came  the  soufte 

carriis        ^i^  &ud  the  click  of  the  gate-latch, 
"li  s  r*^«f  hvtiSkm"  he  said,  facing  throQ|^  ib» 
iiiHr  ^^^eomiqgte.  I  fiiink  HI  dip  out  tho  sde 
liumki  for  the  loon  oA^Tfl  tiuak  ofor  vbil 
,ica*ve  ttidP 

*  ^«4ing  the  bishop ,  Hugh  sicpped  toward  the  gate. 
Tm-  4^  «i  ia  hk  pocket.  Wdl,  one  d!  tboM  dip 
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hi  voaM  mi  have  to  grovel  for  a  paltry  fiftj  dollars ! 
He  wtrald  be  lus  own  maiiar,  and  ooolcl  afford  to  let 
Harry  Saadrason  and  emr/bo^  elae  think  idiat  they 
liked. 

"So  I'm  playing  a  part,  am  IP  he  add  to  himdf. 

**Why  should  your  Holinesg  trouble  yourself  over  it,  if  I 
am!  Not  because  you're  so  careful  of  the  Governor's 
feelings ;  not  by  a  long  shot !  It's  because  you  choose  to 
think  Jessica  Holme  is  too  good  for  me!  That's  where 
Ite  dice  pineheal  Perhaps  you'd  like  to  play  at  that 
game  ywirself,  eh?* 

H»  vsBnd  ^aamj  np  ^  •lie«ft-.4oimcd  ^  ion 
vi&  file  liiUe  bured  vradmr. 

'The  old  man  is  fond  of  ha.  Mi  «Amkm  %  meta  to 
settle  down  and  let  the  moss  grow  over  my  ears,  and  Wtl 
do  the  proper  thing.  It'll  be  a  good  way  to  put  my  head 
above  water  and  keep  it  there.  It  must  be  soon,  though  I" 
A  smile  came  to  his  face,  a  pretentious,  boastful  smile, 
and  his  shining  patent-leathers  stepped  more  confidently. 
•Wbrt  tl»  fiaert-looking  girl  in  tiik  town,  even  without 
Imt^  may  get  tedc  Imt  a^t  MHMtfaBA.  But 
evenif  akedoesnt,blindiM8Biaawi&miffatnotbeiadi 
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laMi  tte  1^^,  metBvhik,  &e  bkdiop  was  greeting 
Hany  Saadenon.  He  had  oiBckiled  at  hk  ordiiuifekm 
aad  liked  Mm.  HIa  qres  todk  £b  ^  nn^  odar  of  ^ 
room,  lingering  with  a  li|^t  tinge  of  disapproval  upon 
the  violin  case  in  the  comer,  and  with  a  deeper  shade  of 
question  upon  the  jewel  on  the  other's  finger — a  pigeon- 
blood  ruby  in  i  setting  curiously  twisted  of  the  two  ini- 
tial letters  of  his  name. 

There  came  to  his  mind  fcnr  m  fautuit  •  whisper  of 
early  prodigaHii^  smI  wMamm  whieb  be  liad  hmi. 
Fw  ti»  lawynr  wbo  bad  IMsned  to  Htnry  Saatownft 
tmM  OB  ^  ti  ^  flu&ieg  of  ^  i^  bid  aol 
considered  it  a  professional  disclosure.  He  had  thought 
it  a  "good  story,"  and  had  told  it  at  his  club,  whence  it 
had  percolated  at  leisure  through  the  heavier  strata  of 
town-talk.  The  tale,  however,  had  seemed  rather  to  in- 
crease than  to  discourage  popular  interest  in  Hany  San- 
cbnoB.  The  bidiop  knew  that  those  wlKMe  appronl  iMid 
been  yiftheld  irate  in  the  hqwless  miowity,  and  tiiat 

MBIMmL  a^^mYJ  ^^^Mb  ^L^^^A    ^  -  —  y  -  ^   Mik.  —  A         ^    ^^^^^f^^^^u^^m  ^K^MWi^^ 

iflW  CvStyi  909  fln^v  Wv  B«  hPIBMHPQ  wVHB* 
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able  qualities— a  manner  by  turns  sparkling  and  grave, 
picturesqueness  in  the  pulpit,  and  the  unteachable  tone 
«£  blood— and  had  infused  new  life  into  a  generally 
deepy  parish.  He  had  dismissed  the  whisper  with  a 
onite,  but  oddly  enough  it  recurred  to  him  now  at  sight 

"I  looked  in  to  ten  you  a  bit<rfnewg,»  aaid  the  biahop. 
"I've  just  come  from  Dnvid  Stizee-lie  hu  a  letter  ham 
Van  Lennap,  the  great  f  ye««urgeon  of  Viaiaa.  He  d^ 
agrees  with  the  rest  of  ihem-^thinks  Jesnea's  case  may 

not  be  hopeless.** 

The  cloud  that  Hugh's  call  had  left  on  Hany's  coun- 
tenanoe  lifted. 

'  "Tli^  GodP*  he  said.  ''Will  she  go  to  him  ?'* 

The  Wsbop         ^  h&B  enrionsly,  for  the  exclama- 
tion seemed  to  hdd  mwe  to  a  ecaT«itfi(mal  relief. 
''He  is  to  be  hi  AiMiiai  mti  mHi.  He  viB  eemt 

here  then  to  examine,  and  perhaps  to  opente.  An  ex- 
ceptional girl,"  went  on  the  bishop,  "with  a  maaifcaUft 
talent!  The  angel  in  the  chapel  porch,  I  suppose  you 
know,  is  her  modelling,  thf.;!gh  that  isn't  Just  masculine 
rawugh  in  feature  to  suit  me.  The  Scriptures  are  silent 
«  m  <rf  womanwmgels  in  Heaven;  though, 

mind  you,  I  d«i*t  say  they're  not  common  on  earth!" 
.  Tl»  Wifcop  dncUed  arfldfy  it  hit  ova  epigram. 
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"Poor  child !"  he  continued  more  soberly.  "It  will  be 
a  terrible  thing  for  her  if  this  last  hope  fails  her,  too ! 
Especially  now,  when  she  and  Hugh  are  to  make  a  match 

Harry's  laee  wtm  imnsMl  away,  or  Ha  buhop  would 
hm  mm  it  raddenly  (Mied»  To  maim  a  mM  «l 
itr  To  hide  the  flvohlie  felt  staining  his  ckeA^Htny 
bept  to  dose  &e  safe.  A  something  thai  had  dtriElsd 
in  some  obscure  depth  of  his  bdo|^  whose  exisi^iee  he 
had  not  guessed,  was  throbbing  now  to  a  punfal  rrmnt 
ment.  Jessica  was  to  marry  Hugh ! 

"A  handsome  fellow— Hugh !"  said  the  bishop.  *'He 
seems  to  have  returned  with  a  new  heart— a  brand 
plndced  ftesa  fte  bnml^f.  T<m  had  &b  same  alma 
.ttater,  I  think  yon  me.  Your  iniln«»e  hu  dam  tiM 
boygood»S^Bld«nollr  He  ^  his  hand  kisdfy  oa  ft« 
other's  shoulder.  "The  M  tiutt  yoB  wtmM  fltfife  to- 
gether makes  him  Io(d^  iq^  to  yvn—tm  tike  vbete  poldi 
does,"  he  added. 

Harry  was  setting  the  combination,  and  did  not  an- 
swer. But  through  the  turmoil  in  his  brain  a  satiric 
voice  kept  repeating: 

^  tiMgr  dflB*|  ctB  w  <itli^  nevr 
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iWKAT  GAKB  OV  ▲  WEDDIKO 

The  white  house  in  the  aqpeu  wn  is  pii  tAOm. 
Plowen— great  banks  of  bloom— were  massed  in  the 
hall,  along  the  stairway  and  in  the  window-seats,  and 
wreaths  of  delicate  fern  trembled  on  the  prim-hung 
^^•ndelkif.  Over  all  breathed  tiie  sweet  fragrance  of 
^miii.  ICwieiims  aat  bdiiiid  a  screen  of  palms  in  a 
trnMegf  cad  a  ki^  ae^rt  empek  ttrip  nm  down  Ite 
tttmt  Rtq»  to  tlM  driveway,  up  whidi  paiaed  Irnvely 
dressed  folk,  arriving  in  caxrkifes  mi  «b  iost,  to  wi^ 
Mss  the  completion  of  a  much-booted  romance. 

For  a  fortnight  this  afternoon's  event  had  been  the 
diat  of  the  town,  for  David  Stires,  who  to-day  retired 
from  active  business,  was  its  magnate,  the  owner  of  its 
finest  single  estate  and  of  its  most  important  bank. 
Wttm  Mt  scapegrace  boylwod  Hugh  Stires  had  made 
UaMeif  &e  subject  of  nncmafortabfe  ^imrnhm  His 
mMm  diHqppeanmoe  after  fiie  mmoKd  <pmrA  wi& 
his  father,  oai  &t  advent  Jorim  S^l^  bai  fi^ 
zuah«dti)9C0iiittiinityBuffident  material  for  paaip.  Tlw 
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weddng  htd  capped  this  gossip  with  an  appropriate  di- 

max.  Tongues  had  wagged  over  its  pros  and  cons — ^for 
Hugh's  past  had  induced  a  wholesome  skepticism  of  his 
future.  But  the  carping  were  willing  to  let  bygones  be 
bygones,  and  the  wiseacres,  to  whose  experience  mar- 
riage stood  as  a  sedative  for  the  harum-scarum,  augured 
weB. 

Tliere  was  an  acUituaial  elenwnt  ci  rwaance,  too,  in 
tte  aftattioD;  for  Jea^  idw  had  never  jti  mn  hn 
lover,  would  see  her  husband.  The  great  surgeon  on 
whose  prognostication  she  had  btJlt  so  mudi,  bad  ar- 
rived and  had  operated.  He  was  not  alone  an  eminent 
consultant  in  diagnosis,  but  an  operator  of  masterly  pre- 
cision, whose  daring  of  scalpel  had  made  him  well-nigh 
a  last  resort  in  the  delicate  adventurings  of  eye  surgery. 
The  ecporiinail  htA  been  completely  snocesaful,  and 
Jesr^^  hmpe  of  vMon      beeoae  »  mm  mi  ou^^ 

To  see  once  again!  To  walk  free  etnieaBi 

mold  the  plastic  clay  into  the  shapes  that  thronged  her 
brain!  To  finish  the  statue  which  she  had  never  yet 
shown  to  any  one,  in  the  great  sky-lighted  attic !  To  see 
flowers,  and  the  sunset,  the  new  green  of  the  trees 
in  spring,  and  the  sparkle  of  the  snow  in  winter,  and 
peo^a  ficMl^  see  Hn|^!  That  had  been  at  the 
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core  of  her  thought  when  it  reeled  dizzily  back  from  ^ 
merciful  oblivion  of  the  anerthetic,  to  touch  the  strange 
gauze  wrappings  on  her  eyes— the  ti#it  bandage  that 
»Ht  stay  for  so  hmg,  while  aatare  ^ed  het  «i«tt  med- 

Uiiiivlillu  ft«  aaajplii  hmt  M  iMome  tiie  impor- 
^'"^        Tiht  fpniliBB  oftff  &m  kid  icbm^mI 

many  days  before  the  iMnfa^Ksfli^  _|-  ^ 

fore  Jessica  could  be  gircn  her  first  glimpse  of  &e  world 
for  nearly  three  years.  Hugh  had  urged  against  ddif^. 
Ji  he  had  stringent  reasons  of  his  own,  he  was  silent  cm- 
ceming  them.  And  Jessica,  steeped  in  the  deliciow 
waOer  of  new  and  inchoate  sensations,  had  yielded. 

8©  H  M  come  alosl  that  the  wedding  was  to  be  on 
thia  Iiot  Angnat  afteraoon,  alOongh  it  would  be  yet  some 
to  befofe  ttfi  fy©*iaaigst  BrfiPtt  Ida 
in  a  darkened  room.  In  her  girlWi,  paadoiate  icte»%, 
Jessica  had  offered  a  sacrifice  to  her  imttMiiMiffit  g^m  hiA 
promised  herself  that  the  fii-st  form  her  new  sight  d»nda 
,  behold  should  be,  not  her  lover,  but  her  husband  I  The 
idea  pleased  her  sense  of  romance.  So,  hugging  the 
hmy,  she  had  denied  herself.  She  was  to  see  Hugh  for 
lAeini         a  i^ded  room,  after  the  glare  and  nav- 

52 


TOAT  OAMl  OF  A  WEDDING 


relish.  The  blind  marriage — a  bride  with  hoodwinked 
eyes,  who  hod  never  seen  the  man  she  was  to  marry — 
the  moment's  imperfect  vision  of  him,  a  poor  dole  for 
memory  to  carry  into  the  honeymoon — these  ingredients 
had  given  ilie  oeaa&m  *  titilhti^  wnie  of  tiie  exfannr- 
'diiuuy  ai^  Kmumih^  okl  AmjpmeA  <i»  hvea 
WBiting  gneaia,  w  tiiqr  wbikd  aviy  fbe  irfcsom 

It  was  a  sweltering  afternoon,  ia  tlw  wkte  eul 
parlor,  limp  handkerchiefs  and  energetic  fans  fought 
vainly  against  the  intolerable  heat.  There,  as  tiie  clock 
struck  six,  a  hundred  pairs  of  eyes  galloped  between  two 
centers  of  interest:  the  door  at  which  the  bride  would 
enter,  and  the  raised  platform  at  the  other  end  of  the 
room  •wbae,  prayer-book  in  hand,  in  h»  loba  and 
flowi^  deeves,  Harry  Simdersoii  had  jvast  tainn  kii 
Btaad.  Z'^^miHtt  MBi  iianxyliasiiflsdBaCi 

He  seemed  his  usnal  nu^aeye  adl  m  tkaoi  ^km, 
backed  by  the  flowers,  his  waving  brown  hair  xm- 
smoothed,  the  ruby-ring  glowing  dull-red  against  the 
dark  leather  of  the  book  he  held.  Few  felt  it  much  a 
matter  of  regret  that  the  humdrum  and  less  personable 
^hop  of  the  Diocese  should  be  away  at  convocation, 
rfaet  ^  young  reefaa-  for^ibecl  fte  final  esthetic  touch 
to  a  pofeeify  i^dotecl  ftraetko.  Bvt  Bmy  BmHa- 
mm  ««  fi»lMs  ii^f  ^  gfa«0,  aiiea,  Sgam  ba  af> 
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peared.  In  the  past  weeks  he  had  waged  a  silent  warfare 
wi&  bfanself,  bitterer  because  repressed.  The  strange 
mm  tUbif  ttrt  laA  sprung  up  in  Mm  ha  laA  inmpled 
ma&kHij  onder.  Frtmi  the  tiwni^t  that  he  lored  the 
promiaed  wife  et  aMte,  a  iMtidioiit  aaae  in 
him  recoiled  abadied.  Thk  painful  sfanigi^  liad  been 
sharpened  by  his  sense  of  Hugh's  utter  worthlessness. 
To  that  rustling  assemblage,  the  man  who  was  to  make 
those  solemn  promises  was  David  Stires'  son,  who  had 
had  his  fling,  turned  over  his  new  leaf  becomingly,  and 
WM  HOW'  ofEoring  substantial  hostages  to  good  repute. 
To  him,  Hiniy  Sandexwrn,  he  wai  a  fUmur, »  maiginleM 
gunMer  in  Urn  futares  <rf  hie  Irrfher^s  IsTor  mi  a  worn* 
taAhBut  Be^iteBdcfrwaihecerCTMBgr,batrfg» 
cumstanoea  bad  constrained  him.  There  had  been  dboioe 
only  between  an  evasion — ^to  which  he  would  not  stot^ 
— and  a  flat  refusal,  the  result  of  which  would  have  been 
a  footless  scandal — ugly  town-talk — a  sneer  at  himself 
and  his  motives — a  quietus,  possibly,  to  his  whole  career. 

So  now  he  stood  to  face  a  task  which  was  doubly  pain- 
ful, but  whidi  he  would  go  through  with  to  tiie  bitter 
eadl 

Qidjr  ft  moment  Hixiy  stood  Itefie  ptfaB^ 

screened  musiciana  begn  ^kt  vmnh,  aztd  Hi^  tooii  ha 

fiee^  aaimitod  mid  amoii,  kokhtf  ^  ftidied  and  ex- 
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pectant  brid^^room.  At  the  Htme  imtutt  the  Mattering 

and  hubbub  ceased ;  Jessica,  on  ^  am  of  Hm  <dd  ^wHij 
erect  but  walking  feebly  with  his  eme^  wts  admidBg 

down  the  roped  lane. 

She  was  in  simple  white,  the  point-lace  on  the  frock 
an  heirloom.  Her  bronze  hair  was  drawn  low,  hiding 
mudi  of  the  disfiguring  bandage,  under  which  her  lips 
wm  parted  ia  &  lialf<>aB^  bnmaa,  intimate  and  eager, 
full  of  the  hope  and  intcHdeatkm  of  living. 

Barr3r*a  eyes  ^oppei  to  ila  optnaa  hmk,  tiweg^ 
knew  the  office  by  heart  Heq9dEeibatiiBe»in»mad|Bnip 
tion  with  clear  enunciation,  with  almoak  perfimeloty  ^Ha- 
tinctness.  He  did  not  look  at  Hugh. 

"//  any  man  can  show  just  cause  why  they  may  not 
lawfully  be  joined  together,  let  him  speak,  or  else  her»- 
after  for  ever  hold  his  peace."  In  the  pause— the  slightest 
pause— that  inmed  tiie  page,  he  fdt  an  insane  prompt- 
to  hlifebe^  to  pradaki  tti  tiiia  xoeo^  of 

heate^  gai^i|&  tohibsAkmag  imsmMf,  ^tk  ha  hki- 
Belf,  a  minister  of  the  goqpel,  Hm  odebnnt  of  tiw  xit^ 
knew  "just  cause" ! 

The  choking  impulse  passed.  The  periods  rolled  on — 
the  long  white  glove  was  slipped  from  the  hand,  the 
ring  put  on  the  finger,  and  the  pair,  whom  God  and 
Harry  Sanderson  had  joined  together,  were  kneeling  on 
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tlie  white  satin  prie-dieu  witlj  bowed  heads  under  the 
final  invocation.  As  they  knelt,  choir  voices  roae: 

"O  perfect  love,  all  hxaua  thoaght  traQscMM^i^ 
I4OWI7  we  kBMlia  pnqrar  tM^nalhv  throa»— '* 

TImb>  1^  iiM  marie  liQgm^  ^  hiidi  of  tite  nm 
broke  fai  «  eonfiited  iBiinBinr;  tlw  wIiHe  ril^o»mBd 
wpM  woe  kt  down,  and  a  rohhls  wave  <rf  eongiaia- 
lators  Bwept  over  the  spot.  In  a  momort  man  Wooy 
fonnd  himself  laying  off  his  robes  in  the  next  room. 

With  a  sigh  of  relief,  he  stepped  through  the  wide 
French  window  into  the  garden,  fresh  with  the  scent  of 
growing  things  and  the  humid  odors  of  the  soil.  The 
twitter  aiNl  bmtle  1»  had  left  came  painfully  out  to 
Mm,  ead  ft  whiff  el  eie^Bf  cooImks  toei^M  tiora^ 
fhe  appnmbm  air.  The  strain  ovw,  he  kmged  for  the 
solitude  of  his  study.  But  Dav^  Stires  had  asked  hia 
to  remain  for  a  final  word,  since  bride  and  graom  were 
to  leave  on  an  early  evening  train ;  the  old  man  was  to 
accompany  them  a  part  of  the  journey,  and  "the  Stires 
place"  was  to  be  closed  for  an  indefinite  period.  Harry 
found  a  bench  and  sat  down,  where  camelias  dropped 
la^l^ei. 

Wlwt  worn  Jewlea  ssier  in  ^  innttaUe  awakaa- 
**tr  **rtT^  ptalw  nf  hrr  ftmnns  wtikj  ■liittiiid 
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and  strewn?  For  the  first  time  he  lorfccd  down  through 
his  sore  sense  of  outrage  and  protest  to  deeps  in  him- 
self—as a  uivcr  peers  through  a  water-glass  to  the  depths 
of  a  river  troubled  and  opaque,  dimly  descrying  vague 
shapes  of  ill.  Poetry,  passion  and  dreams  had  been  his 

It  wm  not  kmg  hetom  fb»  sound  of  gay  vdee*  and  of 
onriage-^i^aali  ene  tnmnd  ib«  enaer  of  iiw  Iwaae, 

for  the  loception  wai  to  bt  «wrt«rfk>#.  Ihm  hid  hm, 
neither  bridesmaids  nor  grocmsmen,  and  there  wm  no 
sitylarking  on  the  cards;  the  guests,  who  on  lesser  ooca* 
sions  would  have  lingered  to  throw  rice  and  old  shoes, 
departed  from  the  house  in  the  aspens  with  jpximnees 
and  dignity. 

Om  hy  oae  ho  heui  the  carriage  roll  down  the  grav- 
eled drivewi^.  A  bkyi^  canenad  aeion  &e  lawn  {ram 
a  riaoisaie,  emjpfa^  »  hak  mmmga--%»  m  OoA 
of  commerw  bef ««  old  Derid  S&es  wadied  hk  tcM> 

dotis  mind  id  bnsineee.  A  few  BKnnenti  hilter  the  mm' 
senger  reappeared  and  rode  away  whistling.  A  last 
chime  of  voices  talkin?  together— Harry  could  distin- 
guish Hugh's  voice  now— and  at  length  quiet  told  him 
the  last  of  the  guests  were  gone.  Thinking  that  he  would 
BOW  see  hia  old  friends  for  a  last  farewell,  he  rose  and 
vent  Amfy  baek  ^nog^  the  I'lench  window. 

if 
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The  east  room  wa»  empty,  save  for  ierranta  who  were 
pthering  lome  of  the  cut  flowen  for  themselvoa.  He 
rtood  sinkMljr  lor  «  lew  momeiitA  looking  about  him. 
A  imt  mmt^  ligr  al  H*  look  of  the  did^  faUen 
tai  JevlMfe  AawafhaBqtti,  Be  piM  ^  op,  ab- 
Btrectedly  nnelfed  iti  perhaB%  md  <beir  the  tei 
through  his  buttonhole.  Then,  paaiii^  ii^  the  nrft 

room,  he  found  his  roben  leisurely  and  laid  them  by  

he  had  now  only  to  ""WUrti  the  ahaBi  «^  kit  boi 
wishes  I 

All  at  once  he  heard  voices  in  the  libnuy.  He  ofcned 
the  door  and  entered. 

Bmy  SoKtenQft  alepped  atoek-stUL  la  the  raon 
wteUBatfr!  Stira  k  hi*  wM-dmir  oppoito  Ui  aoB. 
He  was  ^edly  pal%  ni  u,  itioo  ^  Mnei  Mhe  ftn 
in  tinder.  ^-..^  what  a  Hugh  I  Not  the  teieieB%  gay 
prodigal  Harry  had  known  in  the  past,  nor  the  floM 
bridegroom  of  a  half-hour  ago!  It  was  a  cringing,  a 
hang-dog  Hugh  now;  with  a  slinking  dread  in  the  face 
—a  trembling  of  the  hands— a  tense  expectation  in  the 
pottore.  The  thin  liiM  across  his  brow  was  a  livid  pal- 
lor. H»  qret  Mfted  to  HarzT'a  f«r  an  instant,  thai 
nt«Mi  ktm  lMoi  fiwiiiaHo»  to  a  slip  of  paper  m 
tiw  dedr,  oa  whidi  1^  liftei'i  foiefinger  xeitod,  Ifln  « 
aaa  toiiaiiBbigaa  intoiHu  ii^Bi^. 
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"Sandemm,"  said  the  old  man  in  a  kv,  temt, 

natural  voice,  "come  in  and  shut  the  door.  God  forgive 
U8 — we  have  married  Jcseica  to  a  common  thief!  Hugh 
— rny  Bon,  my  only  child,  whom  I  have  forgiven  beyond 
all  reckoning— lias  foig^  mj  name  to  a  dxaft  fw  five 
thousand  dollanf 
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OUT  or  THB  DABK 

For  a  moment  there  was  dead  silence  in  the  room. 
In  the  hall  the  tall  clock  struck  ponderously,  and  a 
porch  blind  slammed  beneath  a  caretaker's  hand. 
Harry's  breath  caught,  in  his  throat,  and  tl»  old  man's 
eye  again  impaled  ik  baplesg  son. 

Bagk  tow  up  hk  heftd  wi&  an  attempt  at  jaunti- 

IBM,  hat  wifli  fiff^  ftj^^fdieDnoii  in  every  muscle  

f[»  be  could  not  tekm  Hhb  hek  hi  snr  «b  Mi  fti&er^ 
face— «id  said: 

'TTou  act  as  if  it  were  a  cool  million  I  Vm  no  worse 
than  a  lot  who  have  better  luck  than  I.  Suppose  I  did 
draw  the  five  thousand  ?— you  were  going  to  give  me 
ten  for  a  weddmg  present.  I  had  tt  have  the  money 
tta^  ym  wovidn't  have  given  it  to  me.  You  know 
thai  as  well  as  I  do.  Ba^es,  I  was  going  to  take  it 
19  mymM  mA  joti  wmiA  am  lunre  been  the  wim. 
He  promised  to  hdd  ^tt's  a  low  iridc  fbr  lum  to 
round  on  me  like  this.  I'll  Mm  ftv  it  Miiie. 
^1  Idoa'tafieOaii^attq^Mitei^M 
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ours,  anyvaj,"  he  continued,  with  a  surly  glance  at 
Harry. 

Harry  had  ben  irtai^  at  him,  but  vtfb  s  rUmt 
tmsed  Cfokwdj  Ymekma^t—*  Twm  that  seemed  to  aee 
Ht^^  atandf  Hg  it  >  myrted  Jrii    ♦  fluwi^liu^  fBM% 

iriiile  h»  own  ymee  sud  oat  of  a  Inrld  ehadov:  "WUt 

thou  have  this  man  to  he  thy  wedded  husband  .  . 

"Stay,  Sanderson,"  said  the  old  man;  then  turning 
to  Hugh:  ''Who  advanced  yon  money  on  this  and 
promised  to  *hoId  itT 

'Doctor  Moreau.** 

«He  profited  by  it?" 

'^e  got  his  marg^**  said  Hngli  mlknly. 
"A  tikrasasd." 

'mere  is  the  nalP  DwU  MM  vdet  iraa  ttea  ft 

whip  of  steel. 

Hugh  hesitated  a  moment.  He  had  still  a  few  htm- 
dreds  in  pocket,  but  he  did  not  mention  them. 

"I  used  most  of  it.  I — had  a  few  debts.'* 

"Debts  of  honor,  I  presume  !'* 

H«^s  soidbility  quiTomd  at  the  fierce,  grating  inmy 
of  the  inquiry. 

£1  ^Va  Oen  mOSn  9tOtBm  WuB  SpaiKliHy«BB^t 

ke  siM^irii^.:ft~teiE-ii4lt     «§ivt^y,  1P<l'iHit  iMRt 


SATAN  SAMismsm 

'^^^flB^^^^  oaat  home  you've  kept  me 
Btrq^ped.  I  wai  aAtami  to  itiek  op  aay  Bme  dl  ay 
friends.  Andof  coiin»Iflndft^%otxorfi««i||Miei/' 

"Ashamed  I"  exclaimed  the  uld  mat  wi&  ImA  item, 
ness.  **Yon  are  without  the  decency  of  shazne  I  If  you 
were  capable  of  feeling  %  joa.  waM  Mt  mirtidi  Im 
name  now  I" 

Hugh  thought  he  saw  a  glimmer  through  the  storm- 
dwA  J«rie»  WW  hfc  andior  to  wind  .rard.  What  hurt 
Mm,  WBiiU  hssi  hee.  Be  would  pull  flirough  I 

"M,"  lie  sri^  «m  cNii^,  ni  ^ei^  BO  good  ink- 
iqgncharow  nboutii  Ae't  my  w&  ad  fla^ 

liy  me,  if  nobody  efae  ibon  r 

No  one  had  ever  seen  such  a  lorJk  on  David  Stin^ 

face  as  rame  to  it  now— a  sudden  blaze  dl  fuiy  and  right- 

eous  scorn,  that  burned  it  like  a  brand. 
*Tmi  impudent  blackguard  I  You  drag  my  name  in 

^  ffattut  OsB  try  to  trade  on  my  self-respect  and 
Jmiktft  ^tw^ttm  ToB  tiioaght  you  would  take  it  up 
ymmM  •Bdfwwddlta-aftatriaerr  i^ifldii 
find  it  out,  yon  oomitei  niy  love  for  tfaa  poor  dMad 
girl  ycu  have  married,  to  make  me  coadow  mraffaii. 
nality— to  perjure  myself— to  admit  the  signature  mi 
shield  you  from  the  consequences.  You  imagine  because 
you  axe  my  son,  that  yoB  caa  do  MMi  til  rtiU 


go  on  as  before  I  Do  you  sappoee  I  don't  consider  Jes- 

Hugh  started.  A  sickly  pribr  came  to  aftov 
cheek.  Iliat  salient  chin,  tliat  mouth  cIose»fripped— 
those  words,  vengeful,  vindictive,  the  utterance  of  a 
wrath  so  mighty  in  the  feeble  frame  as  to  seem  abaort 
uncouth — smote  him  with  a  mastering  terror. 

A  jailbird!  That  was  what  his  father  called  him! 
IM  ba  naaa  to  ^  Uan  i^  thai?  To  have  him 
amited---#iei--pBt  ia  priMB?  Wheahahadfinvaawd 
the  rids  9i  iOaoamf,  ha  had  laMginod  a  wene,  httler 
anger— fofti^  atiB  ^AAaittaaBfc  naitiagt  to 
Jessica,  he  had  reckoned,  would  cover  lhat  extfttnity. 
But  he  had  never  thought  of  something  worse.  Now,  fwr 
the  first  time>  he  saw  himself  in  the  grip  of  that  imper- 
sonal thing  known  as  the  law — ^handcuffs  on  his  wrists, 
riding  through  the  streets  in  the  **Black-Maria"— stand- 
ing at  Iba  io^  as  outcast,  gaaed  at  with  contempt  by  all 
ttetown — at  length  sitting  in  a  cell  somewlwre,  no  more 
pbaswes  or  gjirt^ti  «  Hnen,  but  aif  l  J  to  cem- 
vict's  drew,  hxM^  fflHOuipen,  tofing  on  him  like  hi^ 
with  broad  black-and-whH»  ab^  He  had  been 
thiog^llfcjjiiiiatoiiliiij  once.  St  nnanband  ^  ari» 
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len,  stolid  faces,  the  rough,  hobnailed  shoes,  the  cropped 
hm^l  His  mind  tamed  from  the  pictoie  with  fear 
9bA  loriiihig; 

iBg^  Ihfmghli  ffiil  ^pw»  aiffiiiig  through  Hugh's 


trolling  bull's-eye  flashed  upoB  him.  He  studied  his  fa- 


to  Harry  Sanderson. 

**aiider8on/'  said  David  Stires,  once  more  in  hir,  even, 
dni^  mimt  ''JcMica  is  waiting  in  the  room  above  thif=!. 
SI»«a^aiinBtnd&ed^y.  Win  you  goto  her? 
MW  ixciims  auy  jm  tm  Met  of— till  I  eome.'' 

Harry  noctded  oi  kH  ft»  mem,  &•  jeer 

carefully  behind  him,  carrying  witt  him  Oe  cowering 
helpless  look  with  which  Hugh  saw  himself  left  tkoe 
with  his  iwjiiacible  judge.  Whet  to  wy  to  herP  Howto 
■ay  it? 

Am  he  passed  the  haU,  the  haste  of  demolition  had 
fcqpk   Fkrists*  assistants  were  carrying  the- 
photi  iM      e»t  room,  and  through  the  open  door 
*****  iy  ate  Ilea  qgpei  The  ^ilteied 
ini|iiiiii  lii  iKi  Mb  «^  a  anae  of  fateful  symboUsra 
-^Ktegl  il  Mowed  £»r&  tte  ehatto^  el  Je*. 


a^H^  &Me  was  aeoe  9 
sica.  Si  iMor  w«e  ite^i 

discerns  capture  and  its 


thor  with  hunted. 
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sica's  ordered  dream  of  happiness.  He  rconnted  the 
stair  as  if  a  pack  swung  from  his  shoulders.  He  paused 
a  momoifc  at  the  door,  then  knodted,  turned  the  knob, 

Ther^  in  the  mid^  of  flie  Uae-himg  ro<an,  in  her 

vvd^NMieM,  witk  her  bttiiged  e^  tad  her  hiiid 
benqaet  on tiie table,  stood  teiea.  T^^^Awmum^ 
but  even  so,  all  the  shutters  were  drawn  save  one, 
through  which  a  last  glow  of  refracted  sunlight  sifted 
to  fall  upon  his  face.  Her  hands  were  clasped  before 
her,  he  could  hear  her  breathin|^--the  full  hunied  tn» 
^ratkm  of  expectancy. 

Then,  while  hn  hand  closed  the  door  behind  him,  a 
thing  nsezpected,  anomalous,  happened— a  thing  that 
took  him  aa  n^eiiy  by  aBi|tjie  aa  tie  ao^  loot  liad 
yawned  before  him.  Slim  fingers  faoe  away  t^  lamA 
encircling  bandage.  She  started  £mzd.  Ma  ma 
were  flung  about  his  neck. 
"Hugh!  .  .  .  Hugh !"  she  cried.  "My  husband!** 
The  paleness  was  stri'-ken  suddenly  from  Harry's 
face.  An  odd,  dazed  color— a  flush  of  mortification,  of 
8eIf>reproach,  flooded  it  from  chin  to  brow.  Despit'^ 
towetf,  he  had  ieH  Us  Hfs  moMing  t»  an  answering 
kiw  bese^  her  own.  Be  &eew  a  gasping  breath,  his 
hnt  Mtfou^  oam^  the  bandage^  repkcad  ft  over 
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the  eyes,  and  tied  it  tighUy,  putting  down  her  proteit- 
ing  haach. 

*HJi,  Hvgli,''  the  plMded,  «^ot  for  a  moment— not 
ita  I  am  w  happgr!  Yonr  fiea  k  what  I  AmmeA  it 
BBilbt  t  Wfaydkljmi  aaktBt  wiitMkBfr  Aadl 
can  see,  Hugh!  I  can  really  ml  Lei  it  ttiy  di;  ^ 

for  one  little  moment  more !" 

He  held  her  hands  by  force.  ''Jessica— wait  P  he 
said  in  a  broken  whisper.  «*Yott  must  not  take  it  off 
again— not  now  I" 

Aa  ioeredible  confusion  enveloped  him— his  tongue 
liMvtd  to  ths  roof  of  his  montii.  Not  only  had  the 
fdaM  eonintmfi  nonpiiined  and  disraajrad  Um;  sot 
ooly  had  H  IwigiiteiMd  mi  terUM  the  lealna&o  of 

what  she  must  presently  be  told.  It  had  kid  a  careless 

hand  upon  his  own  secret,  touching  it  with  an  afanost 
vulgar  mockery.  It  had  overthrown  in  an  instant  the 
barricadfs  he  had  been  piling.  The  pressure  of  those 
lips  on  his  had  sent  coursing  to  the  furthest  recesses  of 
fck  natast  a  great  wave  which  dikes  nor  locks  might 
ever  again  forbid. 

Bar  kok,  ki^  to  Ilk  iRn^  kid  Bot  Botod  ilw  miiik- 
terial  dress,  nor  ia  Oie  eeatef^  of  Urn  mramt  m  §tm 
catch  the  agitation  in  hk  voke;  or  if  alie  d^  ci> 
tnlNikdittoftfediafflikeheronb  Skiwmla^^ 


OUT  07  THE  DABK 


imfSSij,  wMk  iloe^  fmakih^  ili^tly,  holding  kte* 
fdfwiOiaatiori 

'*Wluil  ft  ter  goew  jmianf  odd.  <^  lif^t 
didn't  hurt  them — indeed,  indeed!  Only  to  think, 
Hugh  I  Your  wife  will  have  her  sight !  Do  go  tad  tdl 
your  father !  He  will  be  waiting  to  know  I" 

Harry  made  some  incoherent  reply.  lie  was  desper- 
ately anxious  to  get  away — his  thought  was  a  snarl  of 
tatters,  threaded  hj  one  lucid  purpose:  to  wpm  her 
coming  aelf-abaaomont  this  sardonic  humiliation.  He 
did  ael  ol  ft  tine  in  the  ialm,  when  hn  mm 
mint  naturally  diacloee  UkU.  The  tea^  qpMi  Jte 
Not  to  tell  her— not  to  let  her  knofir  I 

He  ihttOil  nft  tiomtbe  xasB  aaAdm  the  itaiiw 
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"am  I  MT  HVfan'8  Knmr 

At  the  foot  of  the  landin*;  he  paused,  drawing  a  deep 
breath  as  if  to  lift  a  weight  of  air.  He  needed  to  get 
his  bearings — to  win  baek  a  meaeurc  of  calmness. 

Ab  he  stood  there,  Hugh  came  from  the  library.  His 
ImkI  wt»  iofim  tact  be  ve^  furtively  and  slinkingly,  as 
tlHM^  Areadiag  eicn  ft  cwual  Kgaid.  Be  taelded  kk 
hat  fnan  tiw  ndt,  pened  out  of  the  honm,  mH  wit 
nn^ed  np  in  the  dndu  Hifid  ^iiee  M  MknnA 
his  son  into  the  h«U.  He  HMwaed  tiw  ^xxmj  qauMaa 
in  Harry's  eyes : 

"He  is  gone,"  he  said,  "and  I  hope  to  Heaven  I  may 
never  see  his  face  again  I"  Then,  slowly  and  feebly,  he 
ascended  the  stair. 

^  Wbxmey  willows  wen  diadowed  by  shrubbery, 
and  the  nmeet  splintered  against  the  wall  in  a  bxoad 
•li^  Ifte  etoOi  <tf  (sioin  Bncy  leued  Ida  hot 
forehead  against  the  chill  marble  of  the  mmt^ieee 
and  gazed  frowningly  at  ihc  dark  Korean  desk — an  an- 
tique gif t  «tf  h»  own  to  David  Stifea— wh«r»  ^  djf 
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ptptf  ttill  Uj  that  had  i^dM  lodi  nim  and  Amam. 
From  Um  rear  of  tbe  hotnt  aaaa  tlit  parl^  Uttfftiig 
Iti^  «f  a  maid  bantering  an  exprcmMH,  Mid  fti 
hcav7,  rattling  thump  of  rdled  trunks.  Then  wn 
!>omcthing  ghastly  in  the  incomprehension  of  all  the 
house  save  the  four  chief  actors  of  the  melodrama.  Tba 
travesty  was  over,  the  curtain  rung  down  to  clapping  of 
hands,  the  scene-shifters  clearing  away — and  behind  all, 
in  tlw  wing%  vamm  by  any  spoctator,  tht  Uil  art  of  a 
liting  tragedy  w»  mdiing  to  etHnpletioii. 

TvOf  fiftrai  minuet  paved)  ai^  <dd  Sctid  Stitu 
reSnteied  tbe  room,  went  hdblj  to  hii  irlieel<diair,  and 
sat  down.  lie  sat  a  nK>mcnt  in  silence,  looking  at  % 
portrait  of  Jessica — a  painting  by  Altsholer  that  hung 
above  the  mantel — in  a  light  fleecy  gown,  with  one  white 
rose  in  the  ])ronze  hair.  When  he  spoke  the  body's  in- 
firmity had  become  all  at  once  pitifully  apparent.  The 
fievy  wrath  aMsoed  at^dndy  to  hav^  burned  Hadf  ntl^ 
leaving  only  dead  aahea  bdiind.  Hia  ^  had  itoaiE 
vmj  ii^  t^Booti  mifH^  weMk*  Tk»  authi»%  had 
faded  from  hk  faee.  He  waa  aU  at  once  a  feeble,  gnU^ 
looking,  ill,  old  man,  wi&  white  mustaches  tBMIi* 
tain  hands,  dressed  in  ceremonial  broadcloth. 

"I  have  told  her,"  he  said  presently,  in  a  broken  voice, 
'^ou  are  kind,  Sandenon,  very  kind.  Qod  hdp  us  !'* 


SATAN  sAsimmm 

"What  hM  Cfod  to  do  with  itr  fell  a  yoice  behind 
them.  Hany  about.  It  wm  imdat,  as  he  had 
first  seen  her  fa  fli©  xipgm  toem,  wm  ti»  bandage 

across  her  eyes. 

"What  has  God  to  do  with  itr  she  repeated,  in  a 
hard  tone.  "Perhaps  Mr.  SanderMm  cm  teU  us.  It  is 
in  his  line!" 

**Me«»— *  said  Hany. 

He  could  not  have  told  what  he  would  have  asked, 
though  the  accent  was  akoost  one  of  entreaty.  The 
harsh  satire  ioi»^  hk  aaerad  adltag;  coming  from 
her  lips  it  affronted  at  once  his  retigions  instinct  and  his 
awakened  love.  It  was  all  he  said,  for  he  stopfwd  sod- 
denly  at  sight  of  her  face,  pain^frosted,  white  as  the 
folded  cloth. 

"Oh,"  she  said,  turning  toward  the  voice,  "I  remember 
ii*at  yott  said  that  night,  right  here  in  this  very  room 
—that  you  sowed  your  wild  oats  at  college  with  Hugh- 
feat  ftey  were  ^  tk^  erop'l  You  were  itrtmg,  and  he 
was  weak.  Yoa  ted,  and  he  followed.  Ton  were  «Satui 
Sanderson,'  Abbot  of  The  Saints,  the  set  in  which  he 
learned  gambling.  Why,  it  was  in  your  raona  thi^  he 
played  his  first  game  of  poker— he  told  me  so  himself! 
And  now  he  has  gone  to  be  an  outcast,  and  you  stand 
in  the  pulpit  in  a  caasock,  you,  the  *Beverend  Heuy 
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Sanderson' I  You  helped  to  make  him  wl»t  he  h«  be- 
camel  Can  you  undo  it?** 

Eany  was  looking  at  her  with  •  rtricken  countenance 
He  lad  BO  am  ready.  The  wave  of  confusion  that 
had  rabmeiged  him  when  be  h«I  restored  the  bandage 
to  her  eyes  had  again  wtiled  «w»  him.  He  stood 
shocked  and  confounded.  His  hand  fomhl^  al  his  lapel, 
and  the  white  cainatiwi,  emshed  by  his  fingers,  dropped 
at  his  feet. 

"I  am  not  excusing  Hugh  now,"  she  went  on  wildly. 
*^  has  gone  beyond  excuse  or  forgiveness.  He  is  as 
dead  te  me  as  though  I  had  never  known  him,  though 
the  void  JOB  ^eke  an  hour  ago  made  me  his  wife.  I 
rimll  have  that  to  rraiember  aU  my  life-tiiat,  and  the 
one  moment  I  had  mm  &r  so  for  »y  first  sight 
of  his  face,  and  my  laride'a  kiss!  I  must  cany  it  with 
me  always.  I  can  never  wipe  that  face  from  my  brak* 
or  the  sting  of  that  kiss  from  my  lipe-the  Use  of  a 
forger—of  my  husband !" 

The  dd  man  groaned.  «I  didn't  know  he  had  seen 
h»r  he  a^  helplessly.  "Jessica,  Hugh's  sin  is  not 
SaBdemm'slnhr 

la  her  1^  voids  wia  m  h^H&ie  as  passicmate  as 
her  pate,  bai  £ar  her  Hit  she  oo^d  not  help  ii  She 
was  a  weoaaa  wrendied  «d  ioni,  tortned  beyond 
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control,  mitab  with  angoish.  Every  qnnting  iaahQ 
of  feeling  was  a  live  protest,  every  voice  of  her  ni^ 
was  crying  out  against  the  fact  In  those  dreadful  min- 
utes when  her  mind  took  in  the  full  extent  of  her 
calamity,  Hugh's  past  intimacy  and  present  grim  con- 
tmt  wfth  Harry  Sanderson  had  mercilessly  thrust 
themsdves  upon  her,  and  her  agony  had  seared  the  swift 

To  Hany  Smatamm,  hawm,  ha  wordt  feB  a 

wholly  disproportionate  ykHtM  It  had  nenr  oemiti 
to  him  that  he  himself  had  been  individuaHy  and  ae- 
tively  the  cause  of  Hugh's  downfall.  The  accusation 
pierced  through  the  armor  of  self-esteem  that  he  had 
linked  and  riveted  with  habit.  The  same  pain  of  mind 
tiiat  had  spurred  him,  on  that  long-ago  nighty  to  the 
fldiBiariim  ahe  M  heard,  had  started  to  new  life  a 

*lt  ii  aS  ifB^'*  he  said.  It  vaa  &e  inveterate  fdee 

of  conscience  that  spcdce.  *^  toKpe  Imm  dee^^^ 
self.  I  was  my  brother's  keeper  f  I  aee  it  now.'* 

She  did  not  catch  the  deep  compunction  in  the  judi- 
cial utterance.  In  her  agony  the  very  composure  and 
restraint  cut  more  deeply  than  silence.  She  stood  an 
iaaiant  quivering,  then  turned,  and  feeling  blindly  for 
fiw  deor,  swept  from  tfa^  sight 
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White  and  breatiiless,  Jessica  climbed  the  stair.  In 
her  room,  she  took  a  key  from  a  drawer  and  ran  swiftly 
to  the  attic-studio.  She  unlocked  the  door  with  hurried 
fingers,  tore  the  wrappings  from  the  tall  white  figure 
of  the  Prodigal  Son,  and  found  a  heavy  mallet  She 
lifted  ihif  wi&  all  her  ttraigib,  aad  showwred  bbv 
upon  blow  on  tiie  hard  clay,  her  face  and  hair  and 
i&toateriiig  tomi  powdttrf  the  n^ote  dw^  till  the 
statne  lay  <m  tiie  Horn,  a  hei^  d  timdibd  fragmenis. 

Fateful  and  passionate  as  the  scene  in  the  library  had 
been,  her  going  left  a  pall  of  silence  in  the  room.  Harry 
Sanderson  looked  at  David  Stires  with  pale  intentaess. 

"Yet  I  would  have  given  my  life,'*  he  aaid  in  ft  low 
voice,  ''to  i«ft  bar  ftlaP 

Scmiethii^  in  the  tone  omght  the  old  man.  He 

never  gnewcdP  ha  said  akwdy.  *1  never  gwaaed 

tiiat  you  loved  her,  too." 

But  Harry  had  not  heard.  He  did  noi  evm  knov  that 
he  had  spoken  aloud. 

David  Stires  turned  his  wheel-chair  to  the  Korean 
desk,  touchmg  the  bell  as  he  did  so.  He  took  up  the 
draft  and  put  it  into  his  pocket  He  pressed  a  spring, 
ft  paad  dropped,  and  <ttidond  ft  ISMm  ^^mm 
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»Wdi  h»  took^t  eraekUng  parchment  It  was  the  will 
•gaiart  wiow  dgidng  Hany  had  pleaded  months  before 
in  that  same  torn*  Tbe  lfBtl»  oitncd. 

"^itaem  my  dgtu^  BWw,**  he  said,  and  wrote 
his  name  on^Ut^p^  «Mr.  Saaderaon  wffl  m 
with  you." 

^  hour  hter  the  fast  express  that  bore  Jessica  and 
DtTid  Stirei  waa  ahneking  across  the  long  skeleton  rail- 
i^d  bridge,  a  dotted  trail  of  fire  against  the  deepening 
mght.  The  lomid  crosaed  the  atiU  mOea.  It  eaUed  to 
Harry  Sanderson,  where  he  ast  in  hia  atudy  with  the 
evening  paper  before  him.  It  called  hia  eyea  from  a 
paragraph  he  was  reading  through  a  painful  ndst-Hi 
paragraph  under  heavy  leads,  on  its  front  page: 

This  city  has  seldom  aaaa  ae  MSiant  a  gathering  as  that 
wttnessed  late  this  afternoon,  at  the  residence  of  the  tvoom. 

The  groom  Is  the  son  of  one  of  our  leading  clUiena.  and 

^J^^  •ewaupanted  by  the  groom  s  fatbar.  teft 

on  an  early  train,  carrying  with  them  tha  cuogmtalattoBa 
ana  good  wishes  of  the  entire  community 

n^illT^    ^  irtll  far  to-morrow 
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Night  had  fallen.  The  busy  racket  of  wheeled  traffic 
was  still,  the  pavements  were  garish  with  electric  light, 
windows  were  open,  and  erowds  jostled  to  and  fro  on 
tiw  cool  psmmte*  Brt  Hany  Sasdmoiiy  aa  waSnd 
dtmlj  bade  frm  ft  Icn^  noMa  in  ksk^afboekm  raci 
norfolk  jaeket  orar  tiw  bfl^  wu  not  thiiddng  of  tiw 
Bi|^  and  sounds  <^  fhe  ^giumant  evening.  He  bid 
tramped  miles  since  si-ndown,  and  had  returned  as  he 
set  out,  gloomy,  unrequited,  a  follower  of  a  bafSed  quest. 
Even  the  dog  at  his  heels  seemed  to  partake  of  his  mas- 
ter's mood ;  he  padded  along  soberly,  forging  ahead  now 
and  again  to  look  np  inquiringly  at  the  preoccupied  taee. 

durollKry,  stood  a  grait  wkite-pofilied  bone  ^at 
gioraMd  darMy  fnat  amid  ifa  aspens.  Hot  s  had 

twinkled  from  it  for  nearly  a  year.  The  little  city  had 
wondered  at  first,  then  by  degrees  had  grown  indifferent. 
The  secret  of  that  prolonged  honeymoon,  that  dearth 
and  absence,  Harry  Sanderson  and  the  bishop  alone 
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could  have  ioM.  IW  the  bJAop  knew  of  Hn^'.  crimi- 
nal  act;  he  was  named  executor  of  the  wfll  tli«t  l«y  in 

the  Korean  chest,  and  him  David  Stires  had  written  tiie 
truth.  His  heart  had  gone  out  with  ■  ty  for  Jessia, 
Mid  understanding.  The  secret  he  '  J  in  his  own 
bieet^  M  did  Hany  Sanderson,  eac>  .uinking  the  other 
igwawitrfit. 

to  eithet.  Hiny  had  wished  for  neae.  To  think  o* 
Jcsdictt  was  a  recurrent  psxtg,  nAj^^^  «,Bh&k 
tion  of  the  safe  in  his  study  he  had  fonned  of  &o  leUnt 
of  her  name !  In  each  memory  of  her  he  felt  the  &eaii 
assault  of  a  new  and  tireket  f«>-the  love  idiidi  U 
iBwt  deny. 

Unta  th^  Meeting  his  mwal  existence  had  been 
^«a«dy  w^oKl  Btnggj^  when  at  a  single  blow  he 
~*  Wi  oM  lif  e,  he  had 

left  behind  him  ttoTiceiaadteB^lttioo^  Thatlifehad 
been,  as  he  himself  had  din^y  naHied  Oe  ^  • 
phase,  not  a  quality,  of  his  developmeni  It  had  known 
no  profound  emotions.  The  first  deep  feeling  of  hie 
experience  had  come  with  that  college  catastrophe  whidi 
had  brought  the  abrupt  change  to  all  his  habits  of  lir- 
^  He  did  not  know  that  the  impulse  which  then  drew 
mt  U  m  &mA  vat  the  gravitational  force  of  an 
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Mwtere  acestry,  itidf  u  bihnifaHMe  frwi  •  kag  Um 
of  Mdarias  pw^genttow  m  AnUidMp  of  CMikiiqr 
un(ag  thwn  iwriteig  from  Cokoj  tboM,  idhit  K3i^ 
George  had  sent  the  iint  Sinlanaiv  •  fbfla^  iportto»i 

ing  dnndunan,  to  the  tobacco  emohunenta  of  the  OVk 
Dominion.  He  did  not  know  that  in  the  reaction  tht 
pendulum  of  his  nature  was  swinging  back  along  n 
old  groove  in  obeisance  to  the  subtle  call  of  blood. 

In  his  new  life,  problems  were  already  solved  for  him. 
He  loA  only  to  drift  with  the  eono^  of  tradition, 
whoreoB  «ai  ■B00&  tailing.  And  le  lie  kii  Attflid  iOl 
that  eTeaiog  vim  "Siiui  StmSamm,**  deni  tad  dsM 
and  buried,  had  rieen  is  hit  gra»»chflm  to  muk  Vm 
in  the  person  of  Hugh.  Each  hour  since  then  had  wmA» 
tized  his|»  Im^  put  him  through  exerdsea  of  self-con^ 
trol.  A  ■'  i  nrith  that  kiss  of  Jessica's,  had  come  the 
sudden  aon  that  had  made  him  curse  the  work 

of  his  }uLu^ — that  had  shown  him  what  had  dawaed 
f<Hr  Um,  toe 

Outcast  and  criminal  as  he  was,  eaalawti^,  wiw  hid 
gfadeB  «  iNH^a  mmey  aod  »  voni^a  Vxn,  Hi^  im 
stiU  her  husbaad.  Hni^'a  wiifr-'^ial  eeudd  ate  be  to 
him  ?  And  this  fevered  conflict  waa  ^et  &IM|^  witM 
yet  another  pang ;  for  the  waking  amart  of  compuneti<m 
which  had  riaen  at  Jessica's  bitter  cry.  Ton  he^ad  le 
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make  him  what  he  haa  beeoner  would  aol  dom.  Tbti 
cry  had  shown  him,  in  one  clarifying  isttant,  tb«  foiliM 
and  delinquencies  of  his  early  career  reduplicated  u 
through  the  facets  of  a  crystal,  and  in  the  polarized  light 
of  conscience,  Hugh— loafer,  gambler  and  thiel— atood 
M  tl»  type  ttid  sign  of  an  enduring  accusation. 
But  if  iiie  Kee&etieii  of  that  wedding^ay  and  its 

•ftmarth  stifttd  with  Wm-il  tttt  kiss  had 
waned  to  elhig  agaiii  «Bd  ^i^B  tfru,  ]^  ^  ]^  ^ 

the  quiet  of  his  study— no  one  goeiMd.  He  leidom 

played  his  violin  now,  but  he  had  Am  no  vi^twmi 
sign.  As  time  went  on,  he  had  become  no  leu  Mlliist, 
though  more  inscnitable;  no  less  popular,  save  perhaps 
tethe  pariah  heresy-hunter  for  whom  he  had  never  cared 
«  itav.  Bnt  toweft  the  surface  a  great  change  had 
eoiM  to  Kurr^  SntoKo. 

-  at  lie  wBBded  to  way  pait  llie  koB»  in  tiie 

•■peBi,  through  the  clatter  and  commotion  of  the  even- 
ing,  there  was  a  kind  of        orcr  Mi  wiiole  Um-^ 

shell  of  melancholy. 

Judge  Conwell  drove  by  in  his  dogK'art,  with  the 

superintendent  of  the  long,  low  hospital.   The  man  of 

Wefe  looked  keenly  at  the  handsome  face  on  the  pave- 

moL  <%eeae  the  worse  for  wear/*  he  remarked  senten- 
uooiy. 
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Tho  Burgeon  nodded  wisely.  "Tliat's  the  trouble  with 
moat  of  you  professional  people,"  he  baid;  "you  think 
too  much  I"  The  judge  ducked  to  his  mare  and  drove 
Gv  tt  A  OMurt  izoli 

The  MmSty,  eritieil  egw  dove  to  the  fact;  H  dii- 
mmi  a»  neatol  itele  ef  ^OdA  ffiom,  aipf—to  art 
insomnia  were  but  the  ^jtkil  leegoits.  Hany  bed 
lately  fdt  disquieting  ajfrnptonia  irtrain — irriferide 
weakness,  fitful  repose,  a  sense  of  vague,  mysterious  mes- 
sages in  a  strange  language  never  before  heard.  He  had 
found  that  the  long  walks  no  longer  brought  the  old  re* 
action— that  even  the  swift  nuL  of  his  motor-car,  as  it 
hem  Mm  ^bacmi^  the  dndt  of  ta  tvniing,  gave  Um  ol 
hte  Qolj  a  namentaiy  leB^  To-momm  htpn  Ui 
summer  vaeaUBO,  ani  lie  M  jiumi  a  aMoii^ii  pedee> 
trian  outing  tiumugh  the  wide  ranch  viIkTi  ai^ 
further  ranges,  and  this  should  set  him  up  again. 

Now,  however,  as  he  walked  along,  he  was  bitterly  ab- 
sorbed in  thoughts  other  than  his  own  needs.  He  passed 
more  than  one  acquaintance  with  a  stare  of  non-recog* 
nitioit.  One  of  these  was  tiie  bishop,  who  turned  an  in- 
stant to  lode  after  him.  The  Inaliop  had  seoi  that  look 
in^^mAj  ol  fa^  oi  Ind  wmOimA  if  it  Motei 
phjdetl  iOiMM  or  wtental  niKpieti  Ifne  ^ktit  tust  lit 
had  renwmhexed  with  a  tif^  fte  dd  wUi|^  of  £faaa^ 


wildam  Bat  he  knew  yonth  and  iia 
^9m,  Oi  ktM  tad  mpeeted  him.  Only  two  day. 

he  had  ghrtt  Wa  for  hk  dltei  wrteh-gwrf  •  little 
gold  craw  engraved  with  hii  auM^  mi  tmMOag 
toe  date.  The  bidiop  had  aeen  Ma  gift  ^rklinf  ,|yii.t 
Han/s  waistcoat  «■  he  pMiri.  Ht  wtltod  «  wMi  . 

poisled  frown. 

'l^tohop  was  pursy  and  proey,  conventional  and 
W«n«whrt  ateieotyped  in  ideas,  but  he  was  full  of  the 
■^^fcBM  Maiatm.  ITov  le  promised  himself  that 
^  file  liOBrt  trnad  «  wMdi !»  WW  listening  was 

he  would  ifop  at  flie  it^jr  tiid  if  lie  fcaad  ttttiy 
in,  would  have  a  quiet  chat  with  liim.  Talmpt  U  eeida 
jrat  his  finger  on  the  trouble. 

At  a  crosf  ing,  the  sight  of  a  knot  of  people  on  the 
^PO^  «de  of  the  street  awoke  Harry  from  his  ab- 
'TT^  aromid  a  peripatetic 

IM  pNMtev  ^  wu  holding  forth  in  a  shriU  voice. 

Wm,  on  «  tlwrt  pole,  hung  a  dripping  gasoline 
flare,  and  fiie  Wag  flm  m  Mi  hm  head,  his  thia 
features,  his  long  hair,  .ad  hfa  boay  haaA  a»^  fa 
vehement  gestures.  A  small  melodeon  on  fbar  wbeda 
stood  beside  him,  aad  oa  ita  fioat  w»  paialeci  la 
white  letters: 
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JobkSxl,S 

From  over  the  way  Harry  faisod  at  the  tall,  stooping 
figure,  pitileasly  betrayed  by  tbe  thin  alpaca  coat,  at 
the  Moetk)  laoe  Imnwd  s  1flrid[<«ad  from  ejqponm  to 
viad  tad  no,  Hm  inhhif  iSm  IiihimImimI 
eamcftBeai.  Bt  pniMd  •!  ilit  mob  aid  Ititoaa  eaii- 
oiuly,  for  Halldi^  JoMt  vHk  liii  mngdinB  afai^ 
a  spice  of  the  rancor  of  the  locialiBi  In  his  thinkings 
the  rich  and  the  wicked  were  mingled  inextricably  in 
the  great  chastisement.  He  was  preaching  nov  from  hk 
favorite  text :  Woe  to  them  that  are  at  ease  in  Zion. 

Harry  smiled  grimly.  He  had  always  been  ''at  ease 
in  TSm/*  He  worn  nm^taow  dortwi  fto  rabgr  in  Ms 
ring  mid  brii^  wluil  ploddiiif  %^  A>.ia  would 
call  a  iatboM.  At  thb  mameBi^  Ibde^  diq^  Una 
chauffeur,  was  polishing  the  motor-car  for  him  to  tifct 
his  cool  evening  spin.  That  very  afternoon  he  had  put 
into  the  little  safe  in  the  chapel  study  two  thousand 
dollars  in  gold,  which  he  had  drawn,  a  part  for  hii 
charities  and  qoarterlf  payments  and  %  part  to  taks  with 
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him  for  the  exigencies  of  his  trip.  The  street  evangelist 
over  there,  preaching  paradise  and  perdition  to  the 
fftimdng  yc&elg,  cHea  needed  a  square  meal,  and  was 
lucky  il  he  alwft]«  knew  where  he  woold  sleep.  Yet  did 
the  Reverend  Hemj  Saadefwa,  aft«  aU,  get  more  out 
of  life  than  Hallelujah  Jones? 

The  thread  of  his  thought  broke.  The  budwuded 
figure  had  ended  his  harangue.  The  etefwtf  few  wete 
banked  for  a  time,  while,  seated  on  a  camp-stool  at  his 
crazy  melodeon,  he  proceeded  to  transport  his  audience 
to  the  heavenly  meads  of  the  New  Jerusalem.  He  b^ 
a  "gwpei  swig"  that  everybody  knew : 

"I  saw  a  wayworn  traveller, 

Tfcesmi  waa  bending  low. 
Be  ttvartem^  the  mountain 

•An*  nadked  the  vale  below. 
Ka  saw  tba  CMtoi  Cttj. 

His  everlasting  home, 
And  shouted  as  he  Journeyed, 

Dellveraace  wfll  cMBel 

"Tates  of  Victory, 
Crowns  of  Glory! 
Palms  of  Victory,  I  dull  wear!' " 

The       WW  weathwKsracted,  and  the  canvw  bdtewi 

of  the  instrument  coughed  and  vhee»d,  the  made 
wt  iofectioii^  and  M        mnimbm  mA 
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half  from  the  mere  swing  of  mdody,  tt»  orovd 
chanted  ibs  refrain: 

"TllBB  of  Victory; 

Crowns  of  Glory! 
Palms  of  Victory,  I  shall  wear!' " 

Two,  three  verses  of  the  old-fashioned  hynm  he  atn^ 
and  after  each  verse  more  of  the  bystanders — some  in 
real  earnestness,  some  in  impious  Iiilarity — ghonted  in 
the  chorus: 

"•Palms  of  Victory,  I  shall  wear!'" 

Harry  walked  on  in  a  brown  study,  the  refrain  ri^pi^ 
through  his  brain.  There  came  to  him  the  memory  of 
Hugh's  old  sneer  as  he  looked  at  his  book-shelves— 
whereon  Nietzsche  and  Pascal  sat  cheek  by  jowl  with 
Theron  Wan  and  Bobert  Elstnere~"l  wonder  how 
m«^<tf  i^&atjoaieidljfa^mr  Bow  msdi  iitf  he 
zeattybelkve?  1  nwd  to  xead '^Mmiaa  &  Eempk  itla^* 
he  nid  to  hiimelf,  ''and  Jmu&aa  Edwavch;  i»w  I  mA 
Renan  and  the  Origins  of  Christian  Myduhi^f 

At  the  chapel-^sate  lonnged  hit  dunffnor,  am^Siaf  ofw 
ders. 

*'Bring  the  car  round,  Hede,"  said  Harry,  "and  I 
shan't  need  you  after  that  to-night.  I'll  drive  her  my- 
aelt  Ym  em  meet  me  at  the  garage." 
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Hede,  &e  dapper,  good-lookiiig  Seaiidiiisviui,  fbodied 
his  glossy  straw  bat  respeetfolfy.  It  vm  «  jSe»  of  hide 
that  his  master  had  not  planned  a  motor  trip  imtaad  of 
a  tour  afooi  For  a  month,  after  to-night,  his  time  was 
his  own.  His  quarter's  wages  were  in  his  pocket,  and 
he  slapped  the  wad  with  satisfaction  as  he  saoaierod  off 
to  tlie  bovling-alley. 

He  afeidy  vis  ptteh^darii,  and  Emnmy  halted  on  the 
tliwAoM  wfth  •  hw,  omiaoas  groid  as  Hany  fumbled 
for  the  electric  switch.  As  he  fomid  and  pwaed  it  and 
the  place  flooded  with  Ii|*i  he  i«r  •  tgiro  tl»-flit 
igure  of  a  man  who  had  been  sitting  alow-ber^  ti» 

empty  hearth,  who  rows,  dirirfdag  back  fwwi  «ietadi« 

brilliancy. 

It  was  Hugh  Stires. 
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Harry  Sanderson  stared  at  the  apparition  with  a 
strange  feeling,  like  rising  from  the  dead.  There  flashed 
into  his  mind  the  reflection  he  had  seen  once  in  the 
tBiam  above  the  mantel— the  face  on  which  fell  the 
nabir  i»y  txtm  ebapel  window,  shining  through  the 
figofo  of  tiw  mnqtotiat  thief— tbe  ftce  that  had 
aeraaed  so  IOeb  yi  mml 

The  likeness,  however*  mt  not  ao  staitling  iMnr.  Tba 
aristocratic  featmea  were  ravaged  like  a  nicked  hlaSa, 
Dissipation,  exposure,  shame  and  unbridled  paadtoi  luA 
each  set  its  separate  seal  upon  the  handsome  counte- 
nance. Hugh's  clothes  were  shabby-genteel  and  the  old 
diakiiig  grace  of  wearing  theia  was  gone.  A  thin  beard 
cevexed  h&t  tMOt  and  his  shifty  look,  as  he  turned  it 
firat  on  Bany  and  tben  memadj  over  his  ahonlder,  had 
m  ft  ft  Ino^  dieid,  »  &>ggiBg  ^tm,  ea«M  and 
indefinable.  From  bad  to  w<aie  had  been  a  swift  descei^ 
for  Hugh  Stires. 

The  wave  of  feeling  ebbed.  Harjy  dxew  1^  wioiow- 
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curtains,  swung  t  Aait  btfen  flie        and  motkoei 

to  the  chair. 
"Sit  down,"  he  said. 

Hugh  looked  his  old  friend  in  the  face  a  moment, 
then  his  unsteady  glance  fell  to  the  white  carnation  in 
his  lapel  as  he  said:  "I  suppose  you  wonder  why  I  have 
come  hew.** 

Harry  did  nol  answer  the  implied  question.  His 
scrutiny  was  ddiboate,  eritieal  and  inquiring.  "What 
have  you  been  di&ig  the  last  yearP  he  asked. 

"A  little  of  everything,"  repUed  Hu^  «I  ran  a 
bucket-shop  with  Moreau  in  Sacramento  for  a  while. 
Then  I  went  ov  r  in  the  mining  country.  I  took  up  a 
claim  at  Smoky  Mountain— that's  worth  som^hinft  m 
may  be  sometime." 

"Why  did  you  leave  it  r 

Hi^  toadied  his  pardied  lips  with  his  tongue— again 

that  nerwos,  aM^  fcd^  ^  fBarfnl  ^«ice  over  his 

shoulder. 

"I  had  no  money  to  wnk  it  I  had  to  lim  Beddes^ 
I'm  tired  of  the  whole  thing.** 

The  backward  glance,  the  look  of  dread,  were  tangible 
tokens.  Harry  translated  them: 

«You  are  not  telling  the  truth,"  he  said  shortiy. 
*n¥hat  have  you  don»r* 
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Hugh  flinched,  but  he  made  sullen  answer :  ''Nothing. 
What  should  I  have  done?" 

'Thai  i»  what  I  am  now  inquiring  of  myself/'  said 
Hany.  T<mr  ftta  ii  a  hook  ior  any  one  to  read.  laee 
tiiingg  written  <m  it,  Hi^^b— tiiii^pi  that  tell  a  story  of 
wnmgdoing.  Ttni  are  afrayL" 

Hugh  shivered  nnder  the  r^arcL  JM  M»  ime  really 
tell  so  much  ? 

"I  don't  care  to  be  seen  in  town,"  he  said.  "You 
wouldn't  either,  probably,  under  the  circumstances." 
His  gaze  dropped  to  his  frayed  coat-sleeve.  In  his  craven 
fear  of  smarthing  that  he  dared  not  name  even  to  him- 
self, and  in  hu  wretd^  need,  hb  remembered  a  night 
m»  b^eoe^  whoi  he  had  8tdk!d  into  town  dnodc^  and 
soiled— to  a  Imurfow  rooan,  a  rrfrediii^  hati^  ^an 
linen  and  a  wdcome;  Ableetdnqpiof  •^•^fy  irtartod  in 
his  eyes. 

"You're  the  only  one  in  th»)  world  I  dared  come  t%'* 
he  said  miserably.  "I've  walked  ten  miles  to^r-ay,  for  I 
haven't  a  red  cent  in  my  pocket.  Nor  even  decent 
dothra,"  he  eaded. 

'That  can  he  partly  ranedied,**  said  Harry  after  ft 
paosfe  He  teofc  a  &irit  eaaitfeaai  fta  to^Md  toesed  ft 
to  him.  "Pttt  that  (m,**  he  said.  'Tbii  needn^  return  it** 

ISb^gk  iht  garment.  In  note  mmuk  be 
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hta  odunged  it  for  the  one  he  wore,  and  wn  emptiinff 
th*  m  eo«rs  poekeli.  ^ 

wedtP  add  Hany  with  sudden  contempt. 
^on«t  y«  «ippo.e  I  know  a  deek  of  carda  when  I  see 


The  thin  scar  on  Hugh's  brow  reddened.  He  thnist 
into  his  pocket  ihe  pasteboards  he  had  made  aa  insthie. 
tive  move  to  conceal  and  buttoned  the  coat  around  hi- 
It  fitted  sufficiently.  His  eyes  avoided  the  well-set  figure 
J^ag  in  triiite  negUg6e  shirt,  norfolk  jacket  and 
Wt  As  thejr  had  been  wont  to  do  in  the  com- 
fortable  past,  they  fixed  themsdvea  on  the  little  safe 

''If'ok  h«».Har.y«  ha  ^gM»,>n  w«re  a  good' fel- 
low in  the  old  days.  Fto  wrjy  I  aew  pidd  jim  the 
money  I  borrowed.  I  would  have,  but  fo!-^  hap- 
pened.  But  you  won't  go  back  on  me  now,  wffl  I 
want  to  get  out  of  the  country  and  begin  over  again 
«»newhere.  Will  you  loan  me  the  money  to  do  it?" 

Hn^  was  eager  and  voluble  now.  The  man  to  whom 
^^jeded  waa  his  forten  hope.  He  had  come  with  no 
fetentiwi  <rf  tittowiag  himself  npoa  his  father's  mercy. 
He  had  wished  to  see  anybody  in  tta  w*»ld  bnt  him. 
In  his  urgent  need,  he  had  had  a  wild  thon^t  of  ap- 
peahng  to  Jessica,  or  at  i^  to  gak  with  »«H 
m  m  butter  w}^  many  a  time  of  old  had  hidden  h^ 
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backslidisgs  from  the  parental  eye.  Bat  he  had  found 
the  white  house  in  the  aspens  closed  and  desdate,  the 
servants  gone.  Harry  Sanderson  was  his  last  resori 

"If  yon  will,  IH  never  fnget  it,  BanjV*  be  oied. 
<^eTer,  tliekiigeildty  iiim  !  TB,  vm  vmrj  Mime  U 
it  just  as  I  say !  I  will,  on  my  hcmor  I" 

But  the  sight  of  the  poker  deck  had  been  st^el  to 
Harry's  soul.  It  had  touched  an  excoriated  spot  that  in 
the  past  months  had  grown  as  sensitive  as  an  exposed 
nerve.  The  pictured  squares  were  the  ironic  badge  of 
Hugh's  incorrigibility.  They  had  ruined  him,  and  the 
ruin  had  htckea.  his  father's  heart,  and  Wfedced  the  life 
fd  JemkM  HolaM.  eat  ni  iSm  hKwoe  a  popdar 
rector  named  Hany  Sanderson  had  emerged  p.  ifuUy 
the  worse. 

"Honor I"  be  said.  "Have  you  oaongh  to  swear  by? 
You  are  what  you  are  because  you  are  a  bad  egg !  You 
were  bom  a  gentleman,  but  you  choose  to  be  a  rogue. 
Do  you  know  the  meaning  of  the  word  honor,  or  right, 
or  justice?  Have  you  a  single  purpose  of  miiul  which 
isn't  crodsMtP 

"You're  just  like  the  rert,  then,"  Hugh  retorted. 
"Just  because  I  did  that  one  thing,  youll  give  me  no 
mom  diatiee.  Yet  the  first  thing  I  did  with  that  monay 
was  to  mpuan  w^ptM.  I  paid  emy  del^  of  bmior  I  bad. 


why  nil  in  the  hole  now.  But  I  get  m  credit 
tor     eren  feom  yott.  I  with  you  could  put  yourself  in 

Harry  had  been  lookiiig  staidily  «t  the  talloir  U» 

with  Its  hoof.print  of  the  satyr,  not  mdng  but  too. 
ing  his  own  voice  say  to  Jessica:  "I  wa.  my  teetWi 
keeper!  I  see  it  now."  And  out  of  the  dktnoi^  it 
seemed,  his  voice  answered : 

*Tot  myself  in  your  placel  I  wish  I  couldl'  I  wi«h 
toGkidlooaldr 

Ti»  eidunetioii  irai  iavohiataxy,  automatic,  the  cu- 
mtJative  exp,^  of  ev«y  throe  of  «msdence  Harry 
had  endured  since  then,  the  voiee  of  ttat  remorse  that 
had  cried  insistently  for  reparation,  diinh«  fa  hii  etra 
the  fateful  question  that  God  asked  of  Cain  I  Sudd«ily 
a  whirl  of  rage  seized  him,  unmeasured,  savage,  mali- 
dona  He  had  despised  Hugh,  now  he  hated  him ;  hated 
h^becanae  he  was  Jessica's  husband,  and  more  than  all 
became  he  waa  the  symbol  of  his  own  self-abasement.  A 
«de  of  the  ^  Satan  Sanderson  that  he  had 
chamed  and  barred,  lose  iq»  and  took  him  by  the  throat. 
He  struck  the  oak  wainscoting        h&  ^  Mag  a 
red  mist  grow  before  his  eyes. 

"So  you  paid  every  'debt  of  honor*  you  had,  A  f  Yon 
acknowledge  a  gamester's  honor,  but  not  ti» 
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of  right  action  between  man  and  man !  Very  well !  Give 
me  that  pack  of  cards.  You  want  money — ^here  it  is !" 

He  swiftly  turned  the  clicking  combination  of  the 
safe,  wrenched  open  the  d<K>r  and  todc  ont  two  hmrj 
csBTiitbagR.  Heuuij^iheeoidframtiwac^olQoe 
of  these  and  «  ringing  ttreem  ot  double  wnft 
jingling  <m  the  table.  He  dipped  bis  band  in  H»  ;dlow 
{dk.  A  thought  mad  as  the  hoofs  of  nmaway  horses 
was  careening  through  his  brain.  He  felt  an  odd  light- 
ness of  mind,  a  tense  tingling  of  every  nerve  and  muscle. 

"Here  is  two  thousand  dollars !— yours,  if  you  win  itl 
For  you  shall  play  for  it,  you  gambler  who  pays  hi« 
debts  of  'honor'  and  no  other!  Yon  aball  pkj  fair  and 
straigbt,  if  yoa  nent  play  i^^P* 

Hugh  gaaed  at  Hany  in  a  rtartled  way.  Tbia  vas  not 
the  m^itttaeM  Butj  StmS^awtm  he  bad  known-^bis 
gauck9  igaie,  with  the  white  infuriate  face,  the  spark- 
ling ^es  and  the  strange,  veiled  look.  This  reminded 
him  of  the  reckless  spirit  of  his  college  days,  that  he 
had  patterned  after  and  had  stood  in  awe  of.  Only  he 
had  never  seen  him  look  so  then.  Could  Harry  be  in 
earnest?  Hugh  glanced  fxcm  Mm  to  tiie  pile  of  e«n 
nd  bads  i^EBin.      fti^eoa  it^d. 

**Hoir  can  I  play,**  be  aaid,  *wbett  yon  know  wry 
wdl !  lums^  a  Mtt  iMMiMf* 
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Htny  ■tulfed  the  gold  back  into  the  bag.  He 
oatdwd  tilt  ctfAi  tnm  Kvl^'b  hand  and  a  box  o£ 
wnm  onrdopt  mtm  horn  Us  dedt  Tliciv  wis  a 
rtrange  light  ia  hit  qr«^  ft  tnmor  in  hk  fiagen. 

*'It  it  I  vho  play  wHh  moMjpP  ht  M,  Ify  foU 
•gMMt  your  countewl  Each  of  those  hondred  nd 
diaks  represents  a  day  of  your  life— a  day,  do  yoa  un- 
derstand?—a  red  day  of  your  sinl  A  day  of  yours 
against  a  double-eagle!  What  you  win  you  keep.  But 
l«w  mj  oonnter  I  win,  you  shall  pay  me  one  straight, 
wilte  digr,  »  dsn  dty,  liwd  for  decency  and  for  the 

He  was  the  fiMm  SndoMa  aev,  «^  ^  Uood 
bubbling  in  his  veins— the  BaOema  win  eonld 
"talk  like  Bob  Ingersoll  or  an  angel,''  ••  iiie  eolkge 
saying  was— the  cool,  .ring,  enigmatical  Abbot  of  The 
Saints,  primed  for  any  audacity.  It  was  the  old  char- 
acter again,  but  curiously  changed.  The  new  overlaid 
it  XTnder  the  spur  of  some  driving  impulse  the  will  was 
titniliag  aloiif  a  diraied  and  prepoateroua  channel  to  a 
panunoont  Old. 

Mai^a  Orea  m  iMteai  oft  fiit  gM  &  MMnft 
fingers.  Two  thousand  dollaia  I  If  hick  came  hii  way 
he  could  go  far  on  tiiat— f ar  enoiq^    eae^  tiM  Sftaie- 

lesa  terror  that  piBtiied  him  in  tmy  dMioir.  Money 
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against  red  wafers?  Why,  it  wbb  plenty  if  he  won,  «nd 
if  he  lost  h«  had  stakfd  nothing.  What  a  fool  Hany 

was  I 

Harry  saw  the  shrewd,  calculating  look  thai  eiiM  te 
hiieyw.  Ht enqhtltl* villi 

«^ol  bmr  ht  nia  iMtmfy.  B*  ftimg  open  tiw 
dbapel  doMT  ta^  puhad  him  inticb.  Hi  leiied  «m  of 
the  altar  amSkm,  lit  it  with  a  match  and  stuck  it  upright 
in  its  own  wax  on  the  small  communion  table  that  stood 
just  inside  the  altar-rail,  with  the  cards,  the  red  wafers 
and  the  bags     coin.  He  dragged  two  chairs  forward. 

"Now,"  he  said  in  a  strained  voice,  "put  up  your  hand 
—your  right  hand— and  swear  hden  tiib  altar,  on 
gamUflf^  haam  jm  boart  (rf,  win  or  loaeb  to  iSMi  fey 
thk  gameP 

Hi^  tonK.  HevaaaqportittoQi.  13ie  caknlathag 

look  had  fled.  He  glanced  half  fearfully  about  him— at 
Harr/s  white  face— at  the  high  altar  with  its  vases  of 
August  lilies — at  the  great  rose-window,  now  a  mass  of 
white,  opaque  blotches  on  which  the  three  black  crosses 
stood  out  with  weird  distinctness — at  the  lurking,  un- 
lighted  shadows  in  the  omners.  B»  loofesd  longingly 
the  gold,  shining  yellow  in  the  candle-li^  It  isi- 

fftBawnt  *r"PT 

Be  I^ad  his  teuL  It  was  trwriiliBg. 
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n  mr  I  wittP  iM  Mid.  "I'll  stand  by  the  cards, 
Hkny,  iBd  for  erery  day  you  win,  ITl  walk  a  chaUc  line 

*-«0  iM^  IM  MP 

Harry  Sanderaon  art  down.  Ha  empHad  ant  ot  *\ 
bags  at  his  elbow,  and  pushed  the  bos  of  wafora  teraa 
the  table.  He  shuffled  the  cazda  a«if^  nd  mi 

"Your  deal  r  he  aaid. 


CHAFTBB  XI 


amiLVJAH  jom  Tint  a  baxo 

Hallelujah  Jones  had  finished  his  labor  for  the  night. 
The  crowd  had  grown  restive,  and  finally  melted  away, 
and,  his  audience  gone,  he  folded  the  campHstool,  turned 
off  the  gasoline  flare,  shut  down  the  lid  of  his  melodeon, 
and  trundled  it  up  the  rtreei  A  goodly  nomber  of  cop- 
pers bad  mitM  into  hit  irani  lur^  and  to  tiit  vwrkaua 
belonged  his  wtfe.  Then  vMftltttitwtfiMBWfcai  flit 
river,  a  handful  of  mika  away,  and  tin  tmdce  nnder 
the  stars  would  be  cool  and  pleasant.  If  he  grew  tired, 
there  yrm  his  blnkit  atxapped  atop  the  melodeon,  and 
the  open  night  was  dry  and  balmy. 

As  he  pushed  up  the  street  he  came  to  a  great  motor- 
car standing  at  the  curb  under  the  maples.  There  was 
no  one  in  it,  but  somewhere  in  its  interior  a  mu£3ed 
whiniBg  1Mb  heal  evei^  Ulro  a  AmbH  faatfi 
He  sttfj^ped  ai^  rqprded  it  infoiiritively;  a  rich  man'a 
property,  to  be  waxet 

He  IndEfid  vip—M  vaa  at  the  gate  of  the  chapel.  No 
doubt  it  bolonged  to  the  fashionable  rector  who  had 
hem  |K»nted  mt  to  him  <hi  tlie  itreei  Urn  day  before. 
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He  remembered  the  yonng,  handsome  face,  the  stylish 
bnttddotk  He  fboog^  he  traOd  have  liked  to  lean 
over  the  Beverend  Henry  SaadenKm's  shoulder  and  lay 
his  finger  on  a  text :  Sow  ftan%  tJtall  a  rich  man  mter 
into  the  kingdom  of  Heaven.  Yet  it  waa  a  beautifal  edi- 
fice that  wealth  had  built  there  for  Christ  I  He  law 
dimly  the  stone  angel  standing  in  the  porch,  and,  leav- 
ing his  melodeon  on  the  pavement,  entered  the  gate  to 
examine  ii 

He  noticed  now  a  dim  flicker  that  lit  one  comer  of  the 
«w«t  rae-viadow.    Moving  softly  over  the  cropped 
grwi,  he  approached,  tilted  <me  of  the  hinged  panels, 
and  peered  in.  Two  m»  «m  fh^^  ^ 
railing,  seated  at  the  communion  table. 

Hallelujah  Jones  started  back.  There  on  the  table 
was  a  bag  of  coin,  cards  and  counters.  They  were  play- 
ing—he heard  the  fall  of  the  cards  on  the  hard  wood, 
saw  the  gleam  of  a  gold-piece,  the  smear  of  melted  wax 
"MHi^  tlie  petiihed  oak.  The  reddish  glow  of  the 
candle  was  i^ected  on  the  playera^ftcea.  Well  he  knew 
the  devfl'i  Uxia:  had.lie  not  nuig  and  e^miieA  ia 
Black  Hill  miuing  empt  and  pnjtA  in  tatier  to 
"joints?"  They  were  gambling  I  At  Qod*.  h*^  altar, 
and  on  Chriafa  tabkl  Wb»imM4immA  t, m^tm- 
tion? 
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He  craaed  mdE.  BvMnlj  U  gne  •  miMmei 
cry.  The  player  facing  liim  he  lecflgniied-^  WM  ti» 
rector  himself !   He  beirt  iamacd,  gnmg  with  a  ieiue 

and  horrified  curiosity. 

In  that  hazard  within  the  altar-rail  strange  forces 
were  contending,  whose  meaning  he  could  not  fathom. 
Between  the  two  men  who  played,  not  a  word  had  been 
spdisa  earn  tiioee  donanded  by  the  exigencies  of  the 
gaaw.  Bmoj  had  wmaei  to  aet  ainost  autcmiatically, 
Imt  hk  adiid  ma  irarkiiig  dia^,  his  kiad  waa  firm  aad 
cool  as  the  blossom  on  his  eoat;  he  madb  his  play  wilii 
that  old  steely  nonchalance  with  which,  moa  vpm  ft 
time,  he  had  staked— and  lost— so  oltem.  But  in  his 
brain  a  thousand  spindles  were  whirring,  a  maze  o2  re- 
fractory images  was  rushing  past  him  into  an  eddying 
phantasmagoria.  A  kind  of  exaltation  possessed  him. 
He  was  putting  his  past  into  the  dic-e-box  to  redeem  a 

seal  ia  pawn,  fli^tiiig  the  dwil  Witt  his  own  fire,  gam- 
bliQg  tat  Oktil 

Five  tiiaes,  ten  tiiBas»  &e  eaxdis  had  dmged  buids, 

and  with  every  deal  he  lost.-  Ihe  gold  disks  had  ^^ed 

steadUy  across  the  table.  But  Harry  had  seemed  to  be 
looking  beyond  the  ebb  and  flow  of  the  jettons  and  the 
pale  face  opposite  him  that  gloated  over  its  yellow  pile. 
Though  that  pile  grew  larger  and  larger,  Hai^s  lace 
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had  n«v«r  changed.  Hugh's  was  the  shaking  hand  when 
to  forded,  the  convulsed  features  when  he  scanned 
M»  the  desperate  anziety  when  for  a  moment  f or- 
tiiiu»  MMiied  to  warn.  H«  had  never  in  his  Ufe  had 
m^lnek!  He  «rept  hk  winning,  into  his  pockets  with 
a  discordant  langh  as  1»  n«rf»d  tiai^  of  «»  «^tt  «£ 
the  opened  hag,  Hany  had  but  one  doubleHMirie  re- 
maining. 

Harry  paused  at  :nstant.  He  snapped  the  little  gold 
cross  he  wore  from  its  silken  tether  and  aet  it  npri^t 
by  him  on  the  table. 

h«id  won,  and  the  ne^  and  the  next.  Hugh 
lK«ded  hi.  gold:  he  rtdced  the  red  wafers-^ach  one 

•  d^I  Heh^woBalfflort«flioB.aKit{dhiiB,butthe 
sectmd  bag  had  nol  yet  b««  <^«ed,  ^  ^  ^pj^ 
mtoxication  was  running  moltenJiot  in  hi.  veina  Tbe 
untouched  bag  drew  him  the  magnet  drew 
the  adventurous  Sind Ud-^e  could  have  BMtfdied  it  in 
his  eagerness. 

^  the  luck  had  changed;  hi^  red  counters  dimin- 
iAed,  malted;  he  would  soon  have  to  draw  on  his  real 
Crfd  beed.  of  «reat  broke  on  his  forehead. 
lit«  W  tbt  ««k     tte  rose-window  as 
hinged  pwid  d»w  b«jk.   Nrffter  saw  &e  face 
FOMd  agiiiit  tbe  ^ertQn.'  Ndflier  gnewei  ft,  wiM 
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and  terrible  thoughts  that  were  raging  through  the 
mind  of  the  solitary  \ratcher  as  he  peered  and  peered. 

This  minister!  This  corrupt,  ungodly  shepherd!  He 
cotM  be  tua&a  hanged  nor  put  in  jail,  yet  he  com- 
mitted a  crime  for  iriiidi  Bell  itielf  tcaree  Md  adequate 
peia%  and  prnjahmeatl  The  afareel  pfeadier'a  e;«s 
dilated,  the  hand  that  held  the  pand  trembled,  qiote 
of  unhealthy  w\ite  sprang  into  his  burning  che^ 
The  flaring  candles— the  table  with  its  carven  leg^. 
This  Do  In  Remembrance  of  Jl/e— the  little  gold  cross, 
set  there,  it  seemed  to  him,  in  a  satanic  derision !  It 
was  i}»  evil  the  Apostle  Paul  wrestled  against,  of 
**wicked  spirits  in  hij^  pkces.""  It  was  sacrilege!  It 
wasUaspImByl  It  was  the  An^Head  laughing,  mak- 
ing a  mode  of  God's  own  altar  with  ^  guiltf  ^eanma 
of  tihe  pit — a  very  sacrament  of  the  cbmned  I 

Scarce  knowing  what  he  did,  he  closed  the  poaid 
softly  and  ran  across  the  chapel  lawn.  On  the  pave- 
ment outside  he  met  a  man  approaching.  It  was  the 
bishop,  on  his  way  to  his  contemplated  chat  with  Harry 
San^non.  The  excited  evangelist  did  not  know  the 
raaB»  hut  his  ejre  ean|^t  the  m&iist»ial  dress,  the  plain, 
tdam  im.  &  hii  lid  ha sav  m  fosvro- 
m^tiohkhaad.  Bib  gtmptilim^A^oftKmu 
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ddogintiieiel  Cone  and  seer  He  faMy  pslkd  him 
inside  the  gate. 

The  puzzled  bishop  saw  the  intense  exciieme&i  of  the 
other's  demeanor.  He  saw  the  faint  glow  in  the  comer 
of  the  rose-window.  Were  there  thwres  aftw  the  altax^ 
plate? 

He  shook  oflE  the  eager  liand  that  was  drawing  him 
toward  tiie  windofw.  «^ofc  ilier»-come  this  wayl"  he 
said,  and  hurried  toward  the  porch.  He  tried  tiie  ehapd 
dooi^t  was  fait  He  had  »  key  1»  tiife  in  bu  poekei 
He  inserted  it  witii  caution,  qiened  the  fym  noiselesdy 
and  went  in,  the  street  fmadier  at  his  heels. 

What  the  bishop  saw  was  photographed  instanta- 
neously on  his  mind  in  fiery,  indelible  colors.  It  ate 
into  his  soul  like  hot  iron  into  quivering  flesh,  searing 
itself  upon  his  memory.  It  was  destined  to  haunt  his 
ftte^  for  numj  monfiis  afterward,  a  phantom  of  regret 
and  shame.  «as»  In  Iiis  vaj,  a  man  of  ilie  world, 
^wnM,  iopMalleite^  acqp^rtad  wm  aia  ht  tmez- 
pe(  d  ionm  and  {Oacea.  Bnt  this  sii^t,  in  all  ifa 
coarse  suggestion  of  license,  in  its  harrowii^  implies^ 
tion  of  hidden  vice  and  hypocrisy,  was  damning  and 
appalling.  The  evangelist  of  the  pave  had  been  horri- 
fied, shocked  to  word  and  action;  the  bishop  was  frozen, 
inarticulate,  impaled.  For  any  evil  in  Hugh  Stires  he 
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OOOB- 

and  anointed,  by  the  li^nnf  <a  of  hancby  iri&  ^  ^i^m 
of  his  holy  ministry. 

It  was  sin,  then,  that  had  set  the  look  Ee  had  mar- 
velled  at  in  Harry  Sanderson's  face — sin,  flaunting, 
mocking  and  terrible!  He  whom  the  church  had  or- 
dained to  sl^herd  its  little  ones,  to  comfort  its  afflicted, 
to  give  in  maaiagb  aad  to  bkas,  to  hold  before  the  world 
tte  and  utainTiwi  jwinwrr  ■  xen^^ade,  polluting 
tfaesaaetiiaiy!  A  piieat  a^oaiate^  miiniMd  ^  a  It^tetmi 
revd,  j^blisg,  as  the  Btanan  soldiera  ipm^Ied  for  tt» 
s^uasless  garment,  at  the  foot  of  the  ooait  iEW» 
pressible  exclamation  burst  from  his  lips. 

With  the  sound  both  men  at  the  table  started  to  their 
feet.  Hugh,  with  a  single  glance  behind  him,  uttering 
»  wild  ka^,  leaped  the  railing,  dashed  through  the 
i^x^,  and  TsaiidMd  iato  Ihe  night;  Harry,  as  though 
nidde^  tan»d  to  ekm,  atood  aluii^  si  %t  i»en»> 
toiy  figure,  with  tiie  eager  foxm  of  tiie  eraogdkt  be- 
hind it.  It  was  as  if  the  horror  oo  tiie  rton^  aefe  ha 
of  the  bishop  mirrored  itself  instantaneously  upon  his 
countenance,  his  imagination  opening  in  a  shocked, 
awed  way  to  the  concentrated  light  of  feeling,  so  that 
he  stood  bewildered  in  the  paralysis  of  a  like  dismay. 
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To  the  bishop  it  seesMd  ^  tttttadeof  gm  detteled. 

What  was  Hany  Sanderson  thinking,  as,  under  that 
speechless  regard,  he  mechanistlty  gathered  il»  ■nt* 
tcred  cards  and  lifted  the  little  cross  and  the  unopened 
bag  of  double^agles  from  the  table?   Where  was  the 
odd  excitement,  the  strange  exaltation  that  had  pos- 
seeeed  Iiim?  The  gpindks  in  his  brain  had  stilled,  and 
as  algid  calm  had  suooeeded,  at  abnipfc  aa  tin  quiet, 
deadly  ammuBoo  with  vhidi  Ma  sdad  now  nw  the  pit 
into  which  his  own  feet  had  led  Iiim.  The  pandosieal 
impulse  that  had  bred  this  sinister  topsTtnnydom  had 
fallen  away.  The  same  judicial  Harry  Sanderson  who 
had  said  to  Jessica,  "I  was  my  brother's  keeper,'* 
arraigned  and  judged  himcclf,  and  pronounced  the 
sentence  on  tin  bishop's  face  conclusive,  irrefutably 
without  tiie  power  <rf  ezpbaation  or  appeal. 

He  Mew  ool  tiw  eaa&^  nplmei  it  cazdolly  in  its 
altar  bndo^  Bttde  di^  to  tiw  iraz  fiom  tiie  table, 
and  slowly,  half  blindly,  and  without  a  wwd,  wait  into 
the  study. 

The  bishop  came  forward,  drew  the  key  from  the  in- 
side of  the  study  door,  closed  it  and  locked  it  from  the 
chapel  side.  Harry  did  not  turn,  but  he  was  acutely 
mmkm  of  every  sound.  He  heard  the  door  shut 
sharply,  the  harsh  grate  of  the  key  in  the  lock,  and  the 
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sound  came  to  him  like  the  last  sentence — the  realiza- 
tion of  a  soul  on  whom  the  gate  of  the  good  closes  for 
ew. 

In  ilie  dazic  likiice  <rf  tt»  dmpel  Hallelujah  Jones 
smote  hk  ifcia  Imds  together  tsppttniaglj,  m  be  ix^ 
loved  the  bishop  to  the  outer  do(»;  Thoe  older 

man  laid  his  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

"Let  him  iJiat  thinketh  he  standeih,"  he  said,  "taJie 
heed  lest  he  fall!  Let  not  this  knowiedge  be  spread 
abroad  that  it  make  the  unrighteous  to  blaspheme.  When 
you  pray  for  your  own  soul  to-night,  pray  for  the  soul  of 
tiuit  num.  inm  wlmm  Qod'e  fMeis  toned  away  t" 

SoBwtliii^  m  the  dtim^leai  erangelirt  bowed  to  Oe 
rmm  of  wyfeataatteal  anaiecify*  He  irai^  wl^oi^  m 
word. 

In  the  study  Harry  Sanderson  stood  for  a  moment 
with  the  cards  and  the  bag  of  double-eagles  in  his  hand. 
In  his  soft  shirt  and  disordered  hair,  with  his  pretemat- 
•^rally  bright  eyes,  the  white  blossom  on  his  lapel,  and 
^io  hnmtsat  light  upon  bis  face,  be  might  have  been 
ti  wtinH^Ted  c(^(»fad  aaeestmr  of  bk,  in  duK^nte 
iDfrtadl^*  etaiki^  feaa  m  tmimed  Imi  t^  hm,  two 
hundred  years  ago. 

Wim&j  be  fai  ibe  cards  and  &e  eaavat  bif  awl&efS* 
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ally  into  the  safe  and  closed  it  Then  he  knelt  by  his 
tok  and  laid,  dearly  and  aloud— to  that  cold  inner 
■yndxd  of  oQuoknttneaa  in  hit  mil: 

^  Qod,  I  do  Bok  Irnoir  if  Tboit  tf^  •§  to  been  laid, 
s  aeer  of  the  good  tiiatiiiiii]iebad»andofthebtd 
ttat  is  in  the  good,  and  a  lover  of  ih^  bc^  But  I 
know  that  I  am  in  a  final  extremity.  I  can  no  longer 
do  my  labor  consistently  before  the  world  and  before 
Thee.  If  I  am  delivered,  it  must  be  by  some  way  of 
Thine  own  that  I  can  not  conceive,  for  I  can  not  help 
myselt  AmeQ." 

He  me  to  his  feet,  meehtaieaUy  pnt  on  a  coat  that 
WW  lying  m  a  diaix^Hiic^  cmi,  bathe  did  not  notice 
tiiia— and  bareheaded  paaaed  out  to  the  street  The 
motor-car  stood  there.  He  took  Mi  place  i&  ibe  tmvaid 

seat,  and  threw  on  the  power. 

Barking  joyously.  Rummy,  the  brown  spaniel,  tore 
out  of  the  gate,  but  his  master  did  not  stop.  The  little 
creature  pursued  the  moving  car,  made  a  frantic  leap  to 
gain  hia  seat,  bnt  missed,  and  the  huge  armored  wheel 
stradEsnd  bniied      to  ^gntier. 

Hany  did  not  hear  &e  sharp  yelp  of  painj  his  hand 
was  on  thft  kwr,^  pulling  it  owr,  om,  to  last  not^ 
and  the  great  mechanism,  responding  with  a  leap,  sped 
my,  faster  and  lister,  through  Hm  a^ii 
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TUB  FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN 

Harry  Sanderson  was  acting  in  a  kind  of  fevered 
dream.  His  head  and  hands  were  bare,  his  face  white 
and  immobile,  and  his  eyes  stared  straight  before  him 
with  the  persistent  fixity  of  the  sleep-walker's.  They 
did  not  see  a  bowed,  plodding  figure  pushing  a  rickety, 
wheeled  melodeon,  who  scurried  from  before  the  hur^ 
tling  weight  tiutt  had  all  tot  ran  him  doini.  Kor  ooold 
thqr  see  far  bdiiod  in  flie  ecUyii^  dart  d  l^tle  ^ki|^ 
SKwaii^  i^ntpix^  piteoody  on  fhiee  kgi^  wi&  ioagn 
lolling  I  aggy  coat  caked  witii  nmd-— li^tovinf  Hm 
hopeless,     ^-like  flight. 

One  m.le,  two  miles,  three  miles.  The  streets  were 
far  behind  now.  The  country  road  spun  before  him, 
a  dusty  white  ribbon,  along  which  the  dry  battered  com 
rattled  as  if  in  a  surge  of  torrid  wind.  The  great  motor- 
car was  reeliof  dt  tiie  distance  like  a  maddened  thing, 
BwoojfiBg  Snoiigb  the  bdeed  itA,  &e  tte 
lever  pos^  to  its  tttnwrt  limit  ct  spee^  xo^ng 
dnmlranly,  every  inch  of  tested  irted  zi^^i^  and  i^ob» 
bing.  Yet  Harry's  fingers  had  no  tremor,  no  hia&KBejp 
no  lack  of  ennniog.  His  heart  was  beating  meMnedfy. 
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H«  kept  ^  rotA  by  a  Idad  of  inrtinet  m  rudimentary 
at  pofa^  tiM  homfaig  eankr-pigeon.  Ha 

ieemed  to  be  moving  in  a  neBtal  mM  emtM  by  mim 

significant  dairvoyaiM^,  in  which  ^  pnrpoie  openUi 
without  recourse  to  the  spring  of  reason.  The  li^t  of 
neurasthenia  burned  behind  his  e}elid8;  he  felt  at  once 
a  consuming  flame  within,  a  paralyzing  frost  without. 
The  light  autumn  mist  drenched  him  like  a  fine,  sift- 
ing rain;  the  wheel-flung  dust  adhered  like  yellow  mud, 
and  above  the  datter  of  tfa»  exiwait  the  itill  air  shrieked 
pant  like  a  ihiewd  wind. 

Five  mikg,  tfaroni^  the  dark,  under  tiie  bieatUefls, 
expectant  stars.  The  car  was  on  the  broad  curve  mw, 
where  the  road  bent  to  the  bluff  above  the  river  to  pass 
the  skeleton  rnilroad  bridge.  But  Harry  knew  neither 
place  nor  time.  lie  was  conscious  only  of  motion — 
swift,  swallow-like,  irresistible— this,  and  the  racing  pic- 
ture in  his  brain,  stencilled  on  the  blur  of  night  that 
dnsed,  aroimd  hisa.  These  i^tona  eame  ud  west;  the 
last  xevd  of  The  Saints  when  he  wss  Sataa  Sanderson— 
Hugh  sneering  at  his  calling— Jes^  facing  him  with 
unbandaged  eyes— Hallelujah  Jones,  ]ptmM3^  m  fim 
street  comer.  The  figure  of  the  street  evangelist  re- 
curred again  and  again  with  a  singular  perskt^iqr.  It 
grew  more  tangible !  It  threatened  him  I 
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Something  in  Harry's  brain  seemed  to  snap.  A  tiny 
Hhutter,  like  that  of  a  camera,  fell  down.  His  bonds 
dropped  from  ^tm  ^ring-wheel,  and,  swaying  in  hfa 
aeat»  1m  hmiui  to  ^ba^  in  a  vcrfet  mid*  hi^  and  xoMveB 
By  tarn  wgtmi  wt  wa  wrs 

'Warn  of  Vlctorr. 
Crowos  ot  Glory! 
Palms  of  Victory,  I  shall  wear!" 

He  sang  but  the  three  lines.  For  suddenly  the  car 
left  the  road — the  inflated  tires  rebounded  from  the 
steel  ridge  of  the  railroad  track — ^the  .forward  axle 
can£^t  aa  iron  signal  poal— and  fha  gnat  moixa^u, 
dbi^ocd  hasp  fba^inf  W»  a  goim;  Hi  pk^oos 
tbmsfting  in  micbiir,  xaand  on  two  vk  ils^  kn^Bg 
occupant  out  like  a  pebble  thrown  from  a  sUnf^  liilf* 
turned,  and,  leaving  a  trail  of  sparks  like  the  tail  of  a 
rocket  behind  it,  plunged  heavily  over  the  xim  <rf  the 
bluflf  into  the  river. 

A  moment  later  the  deep  black  waters  of  "the  hole" 
had  closed  above  the  mass  of  sentient  steeL  The  swift 
cnnent  hui  mooo&ei  away  every  tece  ci  ^b6  strange 
Monatf  it  luA  angidlB^  Mid  Ibna^  1^  &a  tit  fta 
track,  hnddled  i^iast  the  brokrai  signal  posi^  his  dol- 
ing jj^artned  with  mud  and  grime,  motionless,  ukI  ws& 
a       esi  <»  &e  tenq^  li^  Hany  &aidenc«. 
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A  long  saturating  peace,  a  deep  and  drenching  duk- 
neg»,  had  folded  Harry  Sanderson.   Dully  at  first,  at 
length  more  insistently  and  sharply,  a  rhythmic  pulsing 
mmd  began  to  annoy  the  quietude.   K-track,  k-track, 
it  gnw  koder;  it  grew  more  momentous  and 
SMteitf;  it  MrtBd  flM  eiliB  M  had  wrapped  the 
animtto  unitene.  Owd.  <rf  conftoing  impiwa kin  had 
b^gim  to  arrange  flMBarffw  flft  a  n>id  of  notliingiMM, 
fchirred  inchoate  images  to  atnigig^  ibroi^  a  d^dona 
Bensation  of  indifference  and  repose.  Outlines  were  fill- 
ing, contours  growing  distinct;  the  brain  was  be-inning 
to  resume  its  interrupted  function.    As  though  from 
an  immeararable  distance  he  heard  a  low  coni'nuous 
war,  and  now  and  again,  through  the  roar,  nearer  voices. 

Bmy  aw«^  His  miad  aw<d^  but  Us  eyes  did  not 
open  at  once,  for  tiw  gentlo  awi^ring  that  emiSei  Urn 
was  Ideasant  and  the  nailid  dadc  ad  Ihqb  aee&ei  ^ 
lite  opium.  He  was  as  serenely  comfortable  as  a  steve- 
dore who  dozes  out  of  the  long  stupefaction  of  ex- 
haustion to  the  realization  that  the  day  is  a  ludi^y. 
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His  blood  was  conning  like  quicksilver.  He  felt  a 
buoyancy,  a  volatile  pleasure,  a  sense  of  complete  eman- 
cipation from  all  that  clogged  and  cloyed — the  sensuous 
delight  of  the  full  poise  and  the  perfect  bodily  mechan- 
ism. 

He  opened  hkt  tjttt 

It  wm  dayli^  Ht  wm  Ijiag  on  dwfy  botnto  that 

rattied  m^  T&nrM  iMoeitk  ldm^--tii«  iber  of  oil 
fke^it  oar  in  motion.  The  sliding  door  was  part-waf 
open,  and  through  it  was  borne  the  moist  air  of  a  river 
bay  and  the  purring  wash  of  the  tide.  A  small  brown 
dog,  an  abject,  muddied  and  shivering  morsel,  was 
snuggled  close  to  his  side.  It  whined,  as  if  with  joy  to 
see  his  eyes  opened,  and  iti  stubby  tail  beat  the  floor. 

Harry  turned  his  bead.  Two  mm  in  dingy  garments 
were  aestad  on  the  floor  a  little  diitattfo  twiy,  flwwWiy 
a  decrepit  pack  of  cards  over  an  empty  bov  He  could 
see  both  side-faces,  one  weather-beaten  and  good^n- 
mored,  the  other  crafty — ^knights  of  the  road. 

The  sudden  movement  had  sent  a  momentary  twinge 
to  bis  temple;  he  put  up  his  hand — it  touched  a  coarse 
handkerchief  that  had  been  bound  tightly  about  it.  The 
comer  hung  down — it  was  soiled  and  stiff  with  blood. 
What  wm  hi  ikang  tfaoeF  Winn  wm  te?  Who  wm 
kef 
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It  eame  to  him  with  a  start  tJiat  he  actually  for  the 
momfint  did  not  know  who  he  was— that  he  had  ridicu- 
loo«ty  dipped  the  kadi  of  Mb  identity.  He  smiled  at  his 
P»«Ciaia»t  He  woald  lie  qnietly  f or  ft  few  mwiaaits 
and  it  would  come:  of  course  it  would  come! 

Yet  it  did  not  come,  thou^  he  lay  moay  mma% 
the  fingers  of  his  mind  fumbling  for  the  latch  of  the 
closed  door.  He  had  waked  perfectly  well— all  saye  the 
slight  cut  on  his  temple,  and  that  was  clearly  super- 
ficial, a  mere  scratch.  Not  a  trouble  or  anxiety  marred 
his  soul;  his  mind  was  as  clear  and  light  as  a  lark's. 
Bo^  and  brain  together  fdt  as  if.  they  had  never  had 
a  serious  adie  in  the  world.  But  all  that  had  preceded 
his  awakening  was  groe  fwan  him  as  completdy  as 
though  it  had  had  no  exigence.  His  aiiid,  so  &r  as 
memory  of  incident  was  concerned,  was  wiped  dean, 
as  a  wet  sponge  wipes  off  a  slate.  Yet  he  felt  no  trouble 
or  anxiety.   That  part  of  his  brain  which  had  vibrated 
to  these  emotions  was,  as  it  were,  under  a  curious  an- 
e^jesia.  Goaded  and  overkeyed  into  a  state  of  hypcr- 
it  had  ntsMd  wifli  insensibility.   AH  tliat 
had  vexed  and  hurt  was  gone  into  the  limbo  with  its  own 
disturbing  mentor^ 

Stealthily  he  ixe  to  a  sitting  postu«  and,  with  t 
frown  of  huffionms  perplexity,  iock  a  swifl  md  sflent 
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inventor3\  Here  he  was,  in  u  iir'jrlut  car,  speeding 
somewhere  or  other,  with  i  sore  and  da.'iiaged  skull. 
The  dog  clearly  belonged  x  j  b  un.  or  he  to  the  dog — 
there  was  an  old  intimacy  at  tiie  xU','-vl>ig  fondness  of 
tlie  amber  ejrea.  Yoad^  were  two  tramps,  diverting 
themsdves  in  &dr  own  way*  iam^aa^Me  and  fgm- 
tionable  birds  of  paasi^  He  anmaed  his  own  doiit* 
ing.  It  was  little  better  than  theire.  Hb  coat  tras 
tlircadbare,  and  with  mud,  oil  and  coal-dns^  was  ia  • 
more  disreputable  state.  His  wristbands  were  grimy, 
and  one  cuff-link  had  been  torn  away.   He  had  no  hat. 

He  bethought  himself  of  his  pockets,  and  went 
through  them  methodically  one  by  one.  They  yielded 
sBYenl  ctollars  in  coin,  a  penknife  and  a  tiny  gold 
evm,  but  ne^  a  U^beatf  lak  a  siarap  of  fvper,  ae^Mi^;  to 
serve  him.  The  f^eam  of  a  ring  on  his  finger  cang^  his 
eye;  he  rubbed  away  the  dirt  mA  carefully  "-^rniru^ 
it,  wondering  if  the  stone  was  real.  His  hand  was 
slightly  cut  and  swollen,  and  the  circlet  would  not 
tome  off,  but  by  shifting  it  slightly  he  could  see  the 
white  depression  made  by  long  wear.  The  setting  was 
an  odd  one,  formed  of  the  twisted  letters  H.  S.  Those 
morally  shottld  be  hia  initkk,  but  th«w  he  stopped. 
He  r^ei^  to  Idtimlf  aU  ^  tmam  he  oodd  tii^  of 
b^^imiog  with  1^  bnt  ^  t(4d  h&B  nothiag; 
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He  ImdEed  himself  ovir  igaia,  cMefoDy,  re&ctiTCly- 
many  a  time  of  old  he  had  regarded  himidf  with  the 
same  amused,  fastidious  tolerance  when  draeed  a 

"slumming"  expedition-his  head  a  little  to  one  .Me, 
the  ghost  of  a  smile  on  his  lips.  He  put  out  his  hand 
and  laid  it  on  the  spaniel's  head. 

Iti  rough  tongue  licked  his  fingers;  it  held  up  one 
«Mn»8wnmtelyandhunely.  He  drew  the  feverish,  dirty 
htae  creature  into  his  lap  and  eiamined  the  limp  mem- 
ber.  It  was  bn&^ 

"Poor  little  beggarP  said  he  under  hk  breath.  «So 
you've  been  knocked  out,  tool"  Wife  Ms  kaifs  h» 
a  piece  from  the  lining  of  his  coat  and  with  a  splints  of 
wood  from  the  floor  he  set  the  fractured  bone  and 
wrapped  the  leg  tightly.  The  dog  submitted  without  a 
whunper,  and  when  he  set  it  down,  it  lay  quietly  be- 
ride  him,  watdiing  him  with  affectionate  canine  solici- 
tilde. 

"I  wonder  who  we  are,  jron  and  I,»  mattered  Harry 
Sanderson  whimsically.  **%  weodwp 

His  gaze  turned  to  where  he  could  see  the  sim^ 
dancmg  and  shimmering  from  the  tremnlow.  water 
He  smffed  the  warm  air-it  was  clear  and  sweet.  Not 

»  cloud  was  in  the  perfect  sky.  How  fine  he  broken 
head  and  alll 
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He  looked  across  the  car  where  the  card  players  were 
still  absorbed.  Over  the  sliuulder  of  one  he  could  see 
the  hand  he  held— a  queen,  two  aces,  a  seven  and  a 
toiCR  For  an  instant  something  in  his  brain  snapped 
and  cradled  tl»  tpnttering  spark  of  an  incom- 
plete innilat&fflr-far  an  huisB^  &b  fingers  almost 
toadied  the  latch  of  the  doaed  door.  Thai  the  senaa- 
tion  faded,  and  left  a  blank  aa  before.  H«  loaa  to  hk 
feet  and  walked  forward. 

The  players  looked  around.  One  ol  ften  sodded 

provingly. 

"Eight  as  a  trivet!"  he  said.  "I  made  a  pretty  good 
j(A  of  tiiat  cut  of  yours.  Hurt  you  much  ?" 

*^0i*  aaid  Hariy.  *Tm  obliged  to  you  for  the  at- 
tentkm.** 

**Fodidi  to  walk  on  a  raflroad  tradt,"  a»  other  went 
on.  "By  your  lootca,  youN^  been  en  the  tmi  ksf 
enough  to  know  better.  We  figgered  it  out  that  you  wo 
just  a-going  to  cross  the  railroad  bridge  when  the  freigW 
raised  merry  hell  with  you.  We  stopped  to  tank  there 
and  we  picked  you  up,  you  and  your  four-kgged  w»fltf. 
Muat  have  been  a  bit  squiify,  eh?" 

Be  winke^  and  iock  a  flask  from  his  pocket.  "Have 
a  hair  of  ti»  dog  that  bH  70a  F*  he  aaid. 

Hwiy  took  til*  ilai^  and,  wiping  the  top  on  his 
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deete,  vnenlEed  it.  Something  in  the  penetrating  odor 
of  the  aattents  seemfid  to  cleave  through  far  mental 
WMtet  to  la  inthBata^  tiiongh  mysterious  goal  He  put 
itto  his  Iqm  and  dniiktiMily. 

As  the  burning  liquid  scorehed  bis  ttroatj  a  wcra- 
descence  of  old  impnbes  surged  up  through  the  crust 
of  more  modem  usage.  Mentally,  characteristically,  he 
was  once  more  the  incongruous  devil-may-care  figure  in 
whom  conspicuous  achievement  and  contradictory  ex- 
eeaws  had  walked  hand  in  hand.  The  Harry  Sander- 
son <rf  tj»  new,  remomf ul,  temperate  life,  of  chastened 
impalae^  of  role  mi  nde  and  reformed  liabit— -the 
re^r  of  St  Jamea-jiad  been  lost  on  that  wild  night 
ride.  The  man  who  lad  awakoied  in  &e  hO^A  cat 
was  the  Satan  Sanderson  of  four  years  heton,  wbo,  un- 
der stress  of  mental  illness  and  its  warped  purview,  in 
that  strenuous  scene  in  tiie  chapel,  had  T«g«iyiiad  lus 
ancient  governance. 

Harry  handed  back  the  flask  with  a  long  breath. 
That  was  a  ocanposed  yet  reckless  light  in  his  eye— the 
oM  vaSed  f^eam  of  vagaiy,  and  pazadox,  and  escapade. 
He  seated  biaudf  ben^  tiiem. 

'Thank  you,"  he  said.  **Wmi  jwt  p^Mtm,  go- 
tifflnen,  I  wiH  take  a  hand  in  fbs  game." 


CHAPTBB  XIV 


THE  WOMAN  WHO  B£M£MB£BED 

Since  that  tragical  wedding-day  at  the  white  houae  in 
the  aspens,  Jessica  had  passed  through  a  confusion  of 
experiences.  She  had  always  lived  much  in  herself,  and 
to  her  natural  reserve  her  blindness  had  added.   As  a 
result  her  knowledge  both  of  herself  and  of  life  had 
hem  w^ptsebM.  fi^  1^  been  drawn  to  Hugh  by  both 
the  wealmst  rad  the  noblest  in  ha,  in  a  aelf-cdbliterating 
wor^p        bid  omnied  li«  nsba«d  ng^  mfy  m 
ornament  and  glory  for  her  love.  In  &e  bakfol  honr  of 
enlightenment  she  had  been  lost,  whirled  away,  out  into 
the  storm  and  void,  every  landmark  gone,  every  li^t 
extinguished,  her  feet  set  in  the  "abomination  of  deso- 
lation."  The  first  bitter  shock  of  the  catastrophe,  how- 
ever, wemed  to  bum  up  in  her  the  very  capacity  for 
farftw  poignaBt  mffermg^  and  alie  went  through  the 
motiotts  of  lil»  apa&etiealLj. 

Chtagi  €i  team  and  da^nfa^^  bii^  of  BnM 
Stires  occupied,  fortunately,  much  of  het  iraUag 
thougfata.  After  the  fiat  few  monfltt  af  famwrf  |^  faflffj 
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steadily.  His  citric-acid  moods  were  forgotten,  his 
harsh  tempers  put  aside.  Hour  after  hour  he  lay  in  his 
chair,  gazing  out  from  the  wide  sun  parlor  of  the  sana- 
torium on  the  crest  of  Smoky  Mountain,  whither  their 
journeying  had  finally  brought  them.  He  had  never 
^ofcen  el  Hug^  But  Jiessica,  sitting  each  day  beside 
him,  reading  to  him  till  he  dn^ped  asleep,  seeing  the 
eror-incnsasiiig  eadaeas  in  hia  f ace,  koeir  the  hiddm 
canker  that  gnawed  his  hmri 

To  the  northward  the  slope  of  the  mountain  fell 
gradually  to  fields  of  violet-eyed  alfalfa,  and  twice  a  day 
a  self-important  little  donkey-engine  drew  a  single  car 
up  and  down  between  the  great  glass  building  on  the 
ridge  and  the  junction  of  the  northern  railroad.  This 
«d  not  attract  her;  she  liked  best  the  southern  ex- 
poror^  with  its  flashed,  serrated  snow-peaks  in  the  dis- 
tance, &e  warmer  hmm  shadows  of  fte  gnl<^.eeamed 
hills  unrolling  atherfeetiandattteirhaae«ietiee. 
less,  busy  little  county-seat  two  miles  away.  In  time 
her  fiercer  pain  had  dulled,  and  her  imagination-niatii- 
rally  so  importunate— had  begun  to  seize  upon  her  sur- 
roundings.  In  the  summer  season  the  sanatorium  had 
few  guests,  and  for  this  she  was  thankful.  Doctor 
^  head,  rallying  her  on  her  paleness,  drove  her 
<mt  of  dooft  wifii  good-aatnred  scferity,  and  when  she 
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▼as  not  with  David  Stires  she  walked  or  rode  for  liours 
at  a  time  met  tiie  mountain  trails.  Breathing  in  the 
cri^  air  of  altitude  her  siaritagieir  more  buoyant.  The 
beauty  of  dirab  and  lower,  of  dond  and  sky,  began  to 
call  to  her,  and  the  \mK&  of  October  fom^  a  tinge  ei 
color  in  her  cheek.  She  fed  the  sqnirrela,  liatened  to  the 
pert  chirp  of  the  whisky- jack  and  the  whirring  dram  of 
the  partridge,  or  sat  on  a  hidden  elevation  which  she 
named  "The  Knob,"  facing  across  the  shallow  valley  to 
the  south. 

The  Eneb  ovedooked  a  Uttle  grassy  shelf  a  few  hun- 
dred feet  bdow,  whoe  stood  a  min^a  <abin,  with  weed- 
grown  gravel  heapa  near  by,  in  front  of  vhidi  a  tree 
bore  the  legoid,  painted  rosgU^  eo  a  boaid:  "The 
Little  Paymaster  Claim."   From  its  point  of  vantage, 
too,  unobserved,  she  could  look  down  into  the  gulch  far 
below,  where  yellowish-brown  cones  reared  like  gigantic 
ant-hills— the  ear-marks  of  the  placer  miner— and  gray 
streaki  indicated  the  flumes  in  which,  by  tortuous  mean- 
deringi,  the  water  descended  to  do  its  work  in  the 
sluices.  She  could  even  watdi  the  toiling  miners,  hoist- 
ing ^  gxsv«i  1^  waffiaaiee,  or  ^«,^iiBg  it  iato  tte 
long  narrow  boxes  throiq^  whli^  &e  fa»»»<Bg  water 
raced.  So  limpid  was  the  air  that  in  the  litOe  town 
could  diatinguish  each  several  building  Bn^g  fte  ungle 
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rtraight  itreet— «  fraoiUar  sttccenm  of  gilded  caf^, 

general  emporium  and  dmg  store,  with  the  dull  terra 
cotta  "depot"  at  one  end,  and  on  the  other,  on  a  Bun- 
bumed  acre  of  its  own,  the  glaring  white  court-house, 
flanked  by  the  post-office  and  the  jail.  She  could  see 
the  clouds  of  dust,  the  wagons  hitched  at  the  curb  and 
the  drab  figures  grouped  at  the  comers  or  passing  in  and 
ont  of  Ikwrways. 

1^iitta«0tliad  opaed  eageriy  io&eM  Mous.  The 
soUtodes  soothed  and  the  life  of  tiie  conununity  below, 
fr&akly  primitive  nnd  uncomplicated,  attracted  ha.  Be- 
tween the  town  of  Smoky  Mountain  and  the  expensive 
sanatorium  on  the  ridge  a  great  social  gulf  was  fixed; 
the  latter's  patrons  for  the  most  part  came  and  went  by 
the  narrow-gage  road  that  linked  with  the  northern 
junction;  the  settlement  far  below  was  only  a  feature  of 
^  poKanma  fmr  «Mdi  they  paid  so  wdL  Emi  Boe> 
tor  Brent— who  had  perched  tJiu  pla<»  of  hiding  where 
Us  pationis  coold  bmthe  air  {m&.  from  tlK  Pacific  and 
cooled  by  the  snow-peaks — ^knew  it  chiefly  tiutm^  two 
of  its  citizens,  Mrs.  Halloran,  the  capable,  bustling  wife 
of  the  proprietor  of  the  Mountain  Valley  House,  the 
town's  single  hostehy,  who  brewed  old-f ashionc  d  black- 
berry wine  and  cordials  for  his  patients,  a  d  Tom 
Feldor,  a  young  lawyer  whom  he  had  known  on  the 
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coast  before  ill  health  had  sent  him  to  hang  out  his 
shingle  in  a  more  genial  altitude. 

The  latter  sometimes  came  for  a  chat  with  the  physi- 
cian, and  on  one  of  fbeae  calls  Jessica  and  he  had  met 
She  had  liked  his  keen,  good^tunOTed  face  and  waring 
slii^tly  graying  hair.  Sie  had  met  him  onee  siiue  on 
the  mountain  road,  and  he  had  walked  with  her  and 
told  her  quaint  stories  of  the  townspeople.  She  did  not 
guess  that  more  than  onee  since  then  he  had  walked 
there  hoping  to  meet  her  again.  He  had  taken  her  to 
Mrs.  Halloran,  whose  heart  she  had  won  by  praise  of 
her  cherry  cordiaL 

As  His.  Halloran  said  aftecward:  "Twas  no  flirt 
with  ^  bottie  and  aud»  kveto  the  qpoonl  Steam^ 
a  bit  set  np.  Take  the  word  I  gite  yon,  T<an  Felder, 
taa?  go  and  swap  lies  with  the  doctor  at  tiie  ttstaxaniiaft 
soon  again.  Ye  can  do  worse." 

This  had  been  Jessica's  first  near  acquaintance  with 
the  town,  but  since  that  time  she  had  often  reined  up  at 
the  door  of  the  neat  hotel  to  pass  a  word  with  Mrs.  Hal- 
loran or  to  ask  for  another  bottle  of  the  cherry  cordial, 
i^db  3ie  tksii  man  die  daily  tendsd  found  grateful  to 
his  Jacted  pali^ 

H  brini^  b«dc  ny  bc^iood,"  IHivid  Stiies  nid  to 
tor  oBft  sftemoon,  teppng  the  bottle  bj  hk  idbed-du^* 
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"That  was  before  the  chemist  married  the  Tintner'B 
daughter.  Somdiow  this  has  the  old  taste." 

It  is  nearly  gout,'*  lakL  "im  get  another  bottle 
—I  am  going  for  a  ride  nov.  I  think  it  does  you  good.** 

'^Before  yoa  go,"  he  nid,  **itlUk  agr  inittiig  cue  meA 
I  will  dictate  a  letter.** 

She  brought  and  opened  it  with  a  tronble  at  her  heart, 
for  the  request  showed  his  increasing  weakness.  Until 
to-day  the  few  letters  he  had  written  had  been  done 
with  his  own  hand.  Thinking  of  this  as  she  waited,  her 
fingers  aoTOBdy  plndred  at  the  inside  of  the  leather 
cGter.  The  morocco  flap  feU  and  diiekted  a  slip  of  pa- 
pw.  'h  wm  a  eaneeled  bank-^teaft.  It  bore  Hn^*! 
nam^  and  acroM  its  ito,  in  I^id  Stires*  eiahbed  hand, 
written  huge,  was  the  venonKnis  word  Forgery. 

The  room  swam  before  her  eyes.  Only  by  a  fierce  eflFort 
could  shr  compel  her  pen  to  trace  the  dictated  words. 
Hugh'.:  nisdeed,  evil  as  it  was,  had  been  to  her  but  an 
rfwtract  crime;  now  it  suddenly  lay  bare  before  her,  a 
coBCSeie  ezprosskn  of  coar^  thievery,  a  living  symbol 
of  craffy  simulation.  Scarce  tawwing  why  she  did  it, 
drew  iiw  Araft  covar%  £roiB  xeei^ad^  mi 
slipped  it  into  her  bosom.  Her  fiagns  tredbled  as  tiiey 
replaced  the  fia^  and  her  face  was  pale  when  she  pot 
awaj  Hm  viiiii^fi^ise  and  went  to  ^  her  hdb^ 
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The  eridenee  of  Hugh's  ^  t  At  tiie  hone  poonM 
down  the  winding  road,  she  held  her  hand  hard  agaiwt 
her  \ami,  u  ttteni^  II  were  »  Hft  eoil  iStuA  d»  wmUl 
prea  into  her  fleih  in  wIf*torinre.  That  paper  mnrt  re- 
main, as  the  sis  ^t  made  it  remained — ^the  sign- 
manual  of  her  dishonor  and  loss !  The  man  whose  hand 
had  penned  its  lying  signature  was  the  man  she  had 
thought  she  loved.  By  that  act  he  had  thrust  himself 
from  her  for  ever.  Yet  he  lived.  Somewhere  in  the 
world  he  walked,  in  ahanM  and  degradation,  beyond  the 
pate  <rf  hoiH»d»le  Uvi^p---«Bd  ^  vn  hia  iHifel 

8ke  wat  kii  mf$I  The  words  hnnumd  ia  the  hoof* 
beats  and  taunted  her.  Theodmoi:  the  balsam  bongha 
about  her  became  all  at  once  the  scent  of  jasmin, 
the  sigh  of  the  wind  turned  to  the  chanting  of  choir 
voices,  and  beneath  her  closed  eyelids  came  a  face  seen 
but  once,  but  never  to  be  erased  or  forgotten,  a  face 
startled,  quivering  with  a  strange,  remorseful  flush — 
which  she  had  not  guessed  was  guilt  I 

8k»m»iuw^l  Tlmq^  she  eaSed  ImHlf  Jeai^ 
Hdnw,  ye^  in  the  tew,  his  nanw  and  fame  wore  hean. 
There  was  deep  in  her  the  unreasoned,  intdttit  XiipBd, 
handed  down  through  inflexible  feminine  generations, 
for  the  relentless  mandate,  "let  not  man  put  asunder;" 
but  she  had  no  finical  conceptitm  of  woman's  duty  to 
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mnmiAiaL  To  hmk  tte  iooAt  To  dinnee  the  hu«- 
bti^  to  whom  ahe  wm  wifo  hi  muoo  only?  That  mmU 
be  to  spread  abrotd  the  diignee  under  vhidi  the 
cringed !  She  thought  of  the  old  man  abe  had  bffe— 

uncomplaining,  growing  feebler  every  day.  To  ihamc 
him  before  the  world,  whose  ancestors  had  been  upri^t 
nnd  clean-handed?  To  add  the  final  sting  to  his  suffer- 
ings—who had  done  her  only  good?  No,  she  could 
not  do  thai  Time  must  solve  the  prdblcm  for  her  in 
MOtoawriray. 

The  nudn  ainet  <tf  vhe  iam.  ma  bnsj,  yet  quiet 
withal,  with  the  peculiar  quiet  which  marka  tiie  abaence 
of  cobblestone  nnd  trolley-bell.  Farmoa  Iran  OB%ing 
fruit  ranches  gossiped  on  the  court-house  square;  here 
and  there  a  linen  collar  and  white  straw  hat  betokened 
the  professional  man  or  drummer;  and  miners  in  over- 
alls and  thcfflg-laccd  boots  kept  a-swing  the  rattan  half- 
doors  ot  the  saloons. 

glory  !**  said  M».  Ha!lonai»  gasing  admirini^j  fwrni  the 
doorstep  where  she  had  been  cMlfa^  Tom  mdtt. 
"Ye  needn't  stare  yer  gray  Vfm  out  thoo^,  or  di^ 
stop  at  th'  joolry  shop  to  buy  ye  a  ri^»— to  Atme  ye  fer 

jest  hankorin'  and  savin'  nothin'!" 
Felder  laughed  as  he  crossed  the  street,  raising  his 
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felt  hat  gallantly  to  the  approaching  rider.  Mr».  IIal< 
lorau  was  a  privileged  character.  The  ravage  of  drudg- 
ery had  not  robbed  her  of  comeline*=«  that  gave  hf  r  litce 
an  Indian  summer  charm,  and  ehe  wag  as  kmily  as  her 
hoslNUid «!•  Bioraift  It tmnofe Mrihwl  Hrikro ^ 
kept  the  Homtalft  Btmm  pf^ohrt  Tim  flM 

vooiaa  knixisd  to  tt«  cob  ad  iiiil^ 
diemounted. 

"How  did  ye  gncw  I  made  nome  more  this  day  ?"  shm 
exclaimed.  "Si.  if  ye  drink  it  ycrMf.  my  dearie, 
them  checks  is  all  th'  tradr-niark  I  neet  ie  led  the 
way  into  the  little  carpeted  side  room,  by  courtesy  de- 
nominated "the  parlor."  "I'll  go  an'  put  it  up  in  two 
shaken**  saidL  ye  down  IH  ac^  be  ten  Butt- 
le'' 8»  Mji^  dw  bn^Ml  aw^. 

Left        Je8d»  gned  dbstaietedfy  Bar 
mind  was  ttiU  full  of  ^  iMiaful  reflectioDs  of  her 
A  door  opened  from  the  room  into  the  «fiee.  It  mm 
ajar ;  she  stepped  close  and  looked  in. 

A  group  of  miners  lounged  in  the  space  before  the 
front  windows — familiarly  referred  to  by  its  habituds 
M  "the  AmesL  Cramer'*— chatting  and  watching  the 
paMen-by. 

Stt^iHil^  Ae  dl^ipid  Imp  hand  to  hsf  bwb&  to  i^lt 
a  cty.  A  naaw  had  beei  i^k«i:-4he  mtam  tint  was  ia 
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her  thoajj»t-tiie  ntme  of  "Hugh  Stires."  She  leaned 
ifowasA,  listeBlag  hm&^BtOy. 

**1  wmdet  where  ti»  young  blackleg'g  beoi,*'  said  <me, 
peering  through  the  windows.  **B^d  better  have  stayed 
•way  for  good,  I'm  thinking.  What  dora  he  want  to 
come  back  for,  to  a  place  where  thwe  aren't  three  men 
who  will  take  a  drink  with  him  ?" 

The  reply  was  as  contemptuous. 

"We  get  some  rare  black  sheep  in  the  hills!**  The 
▼oice  spoke  n»aningfy.  **If  I  had  my  way,  he'd  leave 
this  region  almi^ty  qnidcP 

Jesnca  lodced  about  her  m  instant  wildly,  guiltily. 
Sie  eonid  not  be  mistaken  in  the  luaml  Was  Hi^ 
here,  whither  by  the  veriest  accident  she  had  come- 
here  in  this  very  town  that  she  had  gazed  down  upon 
every  day  for  weeks?  Was  he?  She  pressed  her  cold 
hands  to  her  colder  cheeks.  The  contempt  in  the  voices 
had  miittrai  through  her  like  a  sword. 

A  mttUmi  s^ed  her.  No,  no,  it  could  not  be  1  She 
had  not  heard  aright  It  was  only  a  fancy!  But  she 
had  &&  onnrbtbi^  dc^  to  aattify  hen^  wi&  her 
own  eyes.  From  where  At  stood  At  conH  not  see  the 
street.  She  bethought  herself  of  the  upper  balcony. 

Swiftly,  on  tiptoe,  she  crossed  to  tbft  hitt  dee^  ^tmm 
it  open,  and  ran  hastily  up  the  stair. 
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TOT  XAK  WHO  HAD  VOBflOTTBf 

If  the  man  who  had  been  the  subject  of  the  observa- 
tions Jessica  had  heard  had  been  less  absorbed,  as  he 
walked  leisurely  along  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street, 
he  would  have  noticed  the  lode  of  dislike  in  the  eyes  of 
thoM  be  pMwd.  They  dnw  twsy  fram  bim,  ai^  eee 
Bpcks'-tom  OBB  ia  pirtieskr  and  wi&  an  oadi  oiai> 
dvt  and  fenid.  "Ba/k  wea&ei^Maia^  temed,  buSMa* 
eo&j  clad,  and  with  a  small  brown  dog  following  him, 
the  new-comer  passed  along,  oblivious  to  the  sidelong 
scrutiny.  He  did  not  stare  about  him  after  the  manner 
of  a  stranger,  though,  so  far  as  he  knew,  he  had  never 
been  in  the  place  before.  So  far  as  he  knew — ^for  Harry 
Sanderson  had  no  memories  save  those  which  had  begun 
(m  a  certain  d^  a  mim&  hdsate  bk  a  box'car.  He 
ijw  <n  fltt  piMBMH^  ibHibed  ift  thflK^^Ua 

of  his  ovB. 

But  Harry  Sanderson  now  was  not  the  man  who  had 
ridden  into  oblivion  in  the  motor-car.  The  rector  of  St. 
Jaawairaa  in  a  itnnge  eclipse.  M oitally  and  exteznallj 
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ke  had  mertad  to  the  old  Satan  Sanderson,  of  the 
brimmt  liadiiiig  laigiiiality,  of  ti»  curt  risk  and  daring. 
The  deqay  human  and  mmaUy^  dde»  that  had  develop^ 
during  his  divinity  years,  waa  in  abejpanco;  it  Aoved  it- 

self  only  in  the  affection  he  bestowed  on  tiie  Uttle  name- 
less  dog  that  followed  him  like  a  brown,  shaggy  shadow. 

He  was  like  that  old  self  of  his,  and  yet,  if  he  had  but 
known  it,  he  was  wonderfully  like  some  one  else,  too— 
wme  <me  who  had  belonged  to  the  long  ago  and  garbled 
pait  tlwt  atiH  elnde^  hiiu ;  aome  one  who  had  been  a  pari; 
«1»  of  tiie  HfB  of  &i8  wry  town,  till  a  little  over  a 
month  before  when  he  had  fcft  it  witii  diead  dogginir 
his  footsteps!  *  ^ 

Curious  coincidences  had  wrought  togeflier  for  tiiis 
likeness.  In  the  past  weeks  Harry  had  grown  pei«^ 
tibly  thinner.  A  spare  beard  was  now  on  his  chin,  and 
the  fiery  sun  that  had  darkened  his  cheek-s  to  sallow  had 
lightened  hie  brown  hair  a  shade.  The  cut  on  his  brow 
had  haded  to  tiw  aenhbnse  <rf  a  thin  red  birth-mark. 
Most  of  all,  the  renaissance  of  tiie  old  character  had 
given  his  look,  to  flie  casual  ^  »  oerta^  ^  .ad 
jauntiness,  whidi  dissipation  md  Ikioia^  nn^o^  now 
with  memory  or  compunction,  had  matured  and  tital. 
ized.  His  was  now  a  replica  of  the  face  he  had  once 
seen,  in  that  lost  life  of  his,  mirrored  in  his  chapel  study 
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— ^his  own  face,  with  tiie  tndl  of  evil  upon  it,  and  yet 
weirdly  Wbs  Hs^  Stizes'. 

Fate-Hw  Godl-Hiras  irtxtua^  ^a^p  f^nr  Hany 
Sanderscml 

Harry's  game  of  cards  in  the  freight-car  had  been  a 
sequent  of  the  game  in  the  chapel.  It  was  an  instinctive 
cJfort  of  the  newly-stirring  consciousness  to  relink  the 
broken  chain,  utilizing  the  mental  formula  which  had 
bem  stamped  deeply  npm  it  wbett  the  enrteiB  el  ob- 
livion deKmie6.'-^mhiAi  bad  penisled,  aa  ilk  pb^ 
graph  of  tl»  doid  re^Ba  i^Knrs  the  ao^  upon  which  At 
living  ef9  last  lotted.  The  tredea  ISaA  Idknred  were 
reversionary.  Bebellion  against  convention,  dissipatiim 
— ^these  had  been  the  mask  through  which  the  odd  tem- 
perament of  Satan  Sanderson  had  looked  at  life.  This 
mask  had  fallen  before  a  career  of  new  meanings  and 
motives.  These  blotted  suddenly  out  with  their  inspira- 
tions woA  halnts,  an^  the  old  spring  touched,  tlw  mincl 
had  antomrtically  zesnmed  its  oM  vkwpdnt. 

Be  lu^  iMkd  hima^  «!&  a  8nd(^%  «r  ftrft  li^ 
tt3«A  ^hadfonadathisdispQSidawdl-irfoelGedmiBd, 
a  copious  vocabulary.  Terms  of  science,  historic  refer- 
ences, the  thousand  and  one  allusions  of  the  daily 
newspaper  that  the  unlearned  pass  over,  all  had  their 
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significaneeforliim.  H0i«.Bo«9«icW  observer,  and 
readily  recognized  the  evidences  of  mentsl  enltme.  But 
the  cord  that  had  bound  aU  together  ui^  ehmetor  hud 
snapped.  He  was  a  ship  without  a  rodder;  «  dodict, 
drifting  with  the  avid  winds  of  chance  on  the  tide  of 
fate.  A  thousand  ways  he  had  turned  and  turned.  A 
thoMttd  tricks  he  had  tried  to  cajole  the  unwilling 
memory.  AU  were  vain.  When  he  had  awakened  in  the 
fi^l^rtKar,  aony  mifes  had  lain  between  him  and  his 
wni«*ed  historjr,  between  him  and  St  Jam  parish,  the 
town  he  had  impressed,  the  desoli^  wMia  honae  in  the 
laspens,  the  chapel  service  and  surplice,  and  &e  swifl 
and  secret-keeping  river.  Between  him  and  aD  that  these 
things  had  meant,  there  lay  a  golf  of  aOm  and  hbaik* 
ness  as  wide  as  infinity  itself. 
But  drifting,  adventuring,  blown  by  the  gipsy  wind 
dmc^- foaming  the  alphabet  and  the  rule  of  three  of 
«a»iei^*tta»anwaartoiicaapartof  it  and  apart 
fromit  The  side  that  rejdeed  in  the  Uberty  and  mad- 
cap adventsn  was  ewriaid  by  anote  dHkling  side 
whose  fingers  were  ever  feeling  for  tiw  lost  ktoh.  In  thft 
nomad  weeks  of  wind  and  sun,  as  the  tissues  of  the  Iffate 
grew  slowly  back  to  a  state  of  normal  action,  the  mind 
■•feed  again  and  again  upon  the  bitter  question  of  his 
identity.  It  had  obtruded  into  clicking  leagues  on  eted- 
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rails,  into  miles  afoot  by  fruit-hung  lanes,  on  white  Pa- 
cific shell-roads  under  cedar  branches,  on  busy  highways. 
It  had  iiteQnd  bto  dsys  <tf  UdlMar  hi  b^'&i^  voric  with 
hand  and  foot  that  Inonght  dnamkaa  sleep  and  gener* 
008  mige;  into  of  less  saTCoy  a^erieoee  in  <^ 
porlteiBy  where  a  self-forgotten  man  gamed  and  drank, 
recklessly,  audaciously,  forbiddingly.  Who  was  he? 
From  what  equation  of  life  had  he  been  eliminated? 
Had  he  loved  anything  or  anybody?  Had  he  a  friend, 
any  friend,  in  the  world  ?  At  first  it  was  not  often  that 
he  cared;  only  occasionally  some  deep-rooted  instinct 
wooM  stir,  subtly  conscioas,  aetml  contiMt,  <rf 

tiie  mnsed  ud  evaded.  Bat  he  eame  to  ask  it  no  longer 
qtuzaicaU;  or  MSifadnBj,  1^  ^boia^j  and 
And  laddng  answer,  the  man  of  no  yestordayi  had 
plunged  on  toward  tiie  ardent,  alien  to-morrow,  and 
further  into  audacious  folly.  He  had  drunk  deeper,  the 
sign-posts  of  warning  were  set  in  his  countenance,  and 
his  smile  had  grown  as  dangerous  as  a  sunstroke. 

The  man  of  no  monories  gave  no  heed  to  the  men  on 
tba  ata<Bet  w^o  l^^iij^d  idm  aricanoa.  Bia  aaiutffled 
ai<ii^  wsBBBueiffuii^p  htt  liaeiB  ftymt  Itai^i  ia  his  j^idc- 
ets.  Wi&  a  casual  ^xnce  at  the  hotel  across  the  wij,  he 
WBtefid  asdteflii>ii^i>waseo»of  patgWK  waitti^iniKiig 
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at  the  bw,  or  ihakiiig  dice  noisUy  at  the  tables  ranged 
agaiart  the  wtlL  Hie  bartender  nodded  to  his  greeting 
-the  iHgfateit  pombh  mA  The  dog  who  had  followed 
him  ^  the  plaoB  leaped  19  against  him,  ita  forepaws 
on  his  knee. 

"Brandy,  if  jou  please,"  said  the  new  arrirel,  end 
poured  indolently  from  the  bottle  set  before  him. 

The  conversation  in  the  room  had  chilled.  To  its  oc- 
cupants the  man  who  had  entered  was  no  stranger;  he 
arae  Hugh  Stires,  returned  unwelcome  to  a  plac°e  from 
irhk*  he  had  lately  vanished.  Moreover,  what  they  felt 
for  him  was  not  alone  the  erode  hatred  which  the  honest 
t^  fai^  for  the  tnekstmr  a^  gates  a  living  by  den- 
ous  knaveries.  There  was  an  umpMm  afloat  of 
Hugh  Stires!  A  blue-shirted  mteer  called  W 
his  score,  threw  down  the  silver  and  went  out,  slammii« 
the  swing-door.  Another  glowered  at  the  new  arrival, 
and  ostentatiously  drew  his  glass  farther  along  the  bar! 

fl»  new-comer  regarded  none  of  them.  He  poured 
his  ^  slowly  full,  sipped  from  it,  and  holding  it  in 
his  ha^  tacaed  and  glueed  tWiberately  about  the 
He  looiad  at  eveiTfaody  in  the  room,  saddenly 
sensible  of  the  hostae  atmoi^eie,  witii  what  seemed  a 
careless  amusement  Then  he  raised  his  gtasa. 
"Will  you  Join  me,  gentlemen  ?»  he  said. 
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Then  vat  but  we  trngam.  A  i^ed,  ■haad^'Hag 
nn,  Uen,  wiiite-tiiM  tm&  hu&tt^^  with  •  hrtMl 
violin  under  its  ann,  douched  from  a  corner  and  grasped 
eagerly  for  the  bottle  the  bartender  contem]^QOailj 

pushed  toward  him.  No  one  else  moved. 

The  man  who  waited  studied  the  roomful  with  a  dis- 
dainful smile,  with  eyes  sparkling  like  steel  points.  He 
as  wholly  misunderstood  their  diriike  as  they  n^oini- 
stmed  his  effrontery— did  not  gttm  that  to  thm  he 
stood  as  one  whm  had  Jemm  atA  bad  gooi  nam 
to  de^k&  Thdr  attitocte  strack  him  as  so  manif  ea^ 
unreasonable  and  absurd — so  primarily  the  sulky  hatred 
of  the  laborious  boor  for  the  manifestly  more  flippant 
member  of  society — ^that  it  diverted  him.  He  had  drunk 
at  bar-rooms  in  many  strange  places ;  never  before  had 
he  encountered  a  community  like  this.  His  veiled,  in- 
solent smile  swept  the  room. 

**A  ^fil  of  hroOHibood  abnoat  Cbietiaiir  lie  aaid. 
**lt  I  obamve  that  the  town's  brandy  ia  «f  8iq^edx» 
vintage  to  its  breeding,  let  me  not  be  understood  as  com- 
plimenting the  former  witi»ut  reservatkm.  I  have  drunk 
better  brandy ;  I  have  never  seen  worse  manners  I'* 

He  looked  smilingly  at  the  soiled  figure  beside  him — 
a  fragm-jnt  of  flotsam  tossed  on  the  tide  of  failure.  "I 
erred  in  my  general  salutation,"  he  said.  "Gentility  is, 
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after  aU,  kii  s  Ota  as  i&^Mt*  m  Hfiad  Ui 
l^ass— to  the  castatn^.  "I  drink  to  the  iMaltii  of  the 
only  other  genttemaa  jmeat,"  he  aaid,  and  toawd  the 

drink  off. 

A  snort  and  a  truculent  shuffle  came  from  the  stand- 
ing men.  Their  faces  were  dark.  Tom  Felder,  the  law- 
yer, enteied  iiie  lalooa  jmi  in  time  to  see  big  Devlin, 
lb«  owner  of  tin  emm  danee^tall,  riie  fnm  a  table, 
xoOing  np  iaaad  Omm  ab»g  tiditooed  nam.  He  aaw 
him  stride  forwazd  and,  iri&  a  veB^&eeled  Aofi^  and 
tile  shambling  inebriate  reeUng  aeron  tiw  floor. 

"Two  ctin  at  the  Imt  an  eoei^  at  ft  ^amV* 
Devlin. 

Then  the  lawyer  saw  an  extraordinary  thing.  The 
emptied  glass  rang  sharply  on  the  bar,  the  arm  that  held 
ft  rtfalghtroed,  tbe  lithe  form  bdiind  it  seemed  to  ex- 
puidr-«ttd'ti»  big  bulk  of  Devlin  went  backward 
tiaoi^  tl»  doerwaj,  md  collapeed  in  a  sj^wling  heap 
ontiiepavawni 

'Tor  my  part,"  said  an  even,  infuriate  v<Me  from  the 
threshold,  "I  prefer  but  one.'* 

The  face  the  roomful  saw  now  as  they  pushed  to  the 
outer  air,  and  which  turned  on  the  flocking  crowd,  bore 
anything  but  the  slinking  look  they  had  been  used  to 
aee  <»  ^  face  of  Hugh  Stires.  The  smile  that  meant 
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danger  played  vm  it;  ta»  irat  boib  flricaltttoii  tad 
■ftvagfijiatt.  B  wat  fli»  ^  fie  mail  to  lAon  sU 
risks  are  alike,  to  whom  w^biisw  eomits.  In  the  instant 

confusion,  every  one  there  rflcogniwd  the  element  of 
hardihood  dumfounded.  Here  was  one  who,  as  Barney 
McGinn,  the  freighter,  said  afterward,  "hadn't  the  sand 
of  a  sick  coyote,"  bearding  a  bully  and  the  most  formida- 
ble antagonist  the  town  afforded.  Devlin  himself  was 
not  overpopular;  his  action  had  been  plainly  enough  a 
play  to  the  galleries;  and  ewai^  fliat  o^u!  «l» 
tribute  which  no  circumstance  or  condition  can  rob  of 
due  admiration— had  appoured  bind  ns»peded  quarter. 
But  the  man  they  despised  had  infuriated  them  with 
insult,  and  Devlin  had  the  sympathy  that  clings  to  a 
fair  cause.  An  ugly  growl  was  running  through  the 
crowd,  and  several  started  forward.  Even  when  Tom 
Felder  put  up  his  hand  with  a  sharp,  indignant  ezclama> 
tion,  they  fell  back  with  an  unwilling  compulsion. 

The  prostrate  man  vm  mi  h»  feet  in  an  intent,  wip- 
ing ti»  bkod  fnmi  ft  deft  lip,  ai^  pe^  off  his  nst 
wi&ft^qpfthet 

That  is  incidentally  a  ventureeontt  word  to  select 
from  your  vocabulary,*'  said  the  even  voice,  a  sort  of 
detonati<m  in  it  'Ton  will  fed  lite  i^dogiai^  F»a- 
ently.** 
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JkifM  emm  <n  wHh  •  rwiu  The  hwyn'i 

i]n^  ^levdly  gafNr  ^  ritatttoa,  pm  tte  debtor 
man  short  shrift,  and  for  Mforal  intense  eeomidi 
breath  stopped.  Those  seconds  called  up  from  some  mys- 
terious covert  all  the  skill  and  strength  oi  the  old  hard- 
hitting Satan  Sanderson,  all  the  science  of  parry  and 
feint  learned  in  those  bluff  college  bouts  with  the  gloves 
with  Gentleman  Jim.  And  this  hidden  reserve  rushed 
into  combat  m  tiM  iiiini  aid  wild  ferocity  as 
rtmige  M  tts  irtMid^  tad  bnd  tiirt  dodEid  than  to> 
neath  a  sardonic  coohw. 

>  It  was  a  shorty  iharp  contest  Not  a  blow  brdn  the 
guard  of  the  man  whose  back  was  to  the  doorway — on 
the  other  hand,  Devlin's  face  was  pufiEed  and  bleeding. 
When  for  a  breath  he  drew  back,  gulping,  a  sudden  glint 
of  doubt  and  fear  had  slipped  beneath  the  blood  aud 
sweat. 

Ti»  end  eame  quickly.  Harry  stepped  to  mesk 
there  was  a  series  of  swift  paaaw-  then  one,  two,  Ug^t- 
ning-like  blows,  and  Devlin  went  down  white  and 

stunned  in  the  dust  of  the  roadway. 

So  high  was  the  tension  and  so  instantaneous  the  close, 
that  for  a  moment  the  crowd  was  noiseless,  the  spell  still 
upon  them.  In  that  moment  Tom  Felder  came  hastily 
forward,  for,  though  sharing  the  general  dislike,  admira- 
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tion  was  ■trong  in  him,  and,  knowing  the  temper  of  the 
bystanders,  he  expected  trouble. 

The  man  who  had  administered  Devlin's  punishment, 
however,  did  not  see  his  approtdi.  Bt  wm  Mdag  mbw- 
whoe  iibofe  th«b  hetd»-iil  tiM  uppn  bdcoBy  *d  ib« 
bold  <^o^to--iiaii8»  in  ft  Idad  of  itfiiiMd  an^ 
fied  exportMMy,  nl  •  glii  liio  kined  forward,  her  hands 
clenching  the  balustrade,  her  eyes  fixed  on  his  face.  The 
kte  sunlight  on  her  hair  made  it  gleam  like  burnished 
copper  over  her  green  riding-habit,  and  her  cheeks  were 
blanched. 

There  was  something  in  that  face,  in  that  indaae  look, 
that  seemed  to  deave  the  gray  vdl  ftal  awatiied  Hwry 
SaodeEKm'a  past  Somoirtiao,  horied  in  tome  cell  of  bis 
brain,  »  ingatlim  mmamj  ^«fad  at  ita  ahackka-ft 

memaj  df  «  ttmo  wh«i,  llioiiMsds  and  thousands  of 
years  ago,  he  had  been  something  more  than  the  initials 
"H.  S."  The  look  pierced  through  the  daredevil  present 
in  which  the  mind  astray  had  roved  reckless  and  in- 
sensate, to  a  deeper  stratum  in  which  clept  maturer 
qualities  of  refined  taste,  of  dignity  md  oi  repute.  It 
stripped  off  &e  protectisg  deatrice  and  left  him  e^ 
veloped  in  an  odd  r  m  nnmaaaL  A  ftw*  tawwd  his 
faee^ 

&bSj  m  Mtat  ibe  gasa  bung  bilRttu  Hmn*  It 

m 


wmd  at  A  dtoUidtoa,  §ot  qUmt  ^  liad  need  to  die 
bibsi^.  ImI  veiMt  ««•  Mdimlj  htwiMd,  fsr  tiwre 

for  the  proprieties  which  belongi  to  econ  inanities  wime 
gmtlewaineQ  nre  few.  In  that  ianku^  Felder  put  \v< 
har  l  on  >  nrm  of  the  iriariaf  sum  mi  dmr  hka  to 
the  di.or  of  (ho  hotel 

"Inside,  quickly!"  he  said  under  hi  breatl  ,  for  a 
nnkke  from  the  crowd  told  him  the  girl  had  left  the 
faekoiqr  tkem.  He  poshei  ^  o&er  ^ngh  tbe  dooip- 
1^7  e&d  iMMid  £m  ft  Mceail  ob  ^Mi^HMhoii^ 

**Wliatoiei  fiimle  ie^^  3»«  bi^  iwe*  lie  Mid  in 
a  tone  that  aS  h^rd,  "don^t  d»graee  ^  town.  Fi» 
play— no  matter  who  he  is!  McGinn,  I  AmM  think 
you,  at  least,  were  big  ^notii^  t»  jpoor  fR^^ 
without  th?  help  of  a  <  rowd." 

The  freighter  reddened  ang-  !y  for  n  second,  th«  a 
with  a  shame-faced  laugh,  »ihn^ed  his  shoulder  ai:  I 
tsaMl  wm^.  Tbm         west  ^  Mlia§  Ite  het  i 


  pari       a»"?^-   ad  taken  had  yielded 

to  Wa  terscli  almti  t  da2«i  s  ti.  rl  diaaQpeared.  The 
keen  pi  a^urabte  !  =  '"c^    *d  leaped  in 

h   i,    (1    icn       i^uieeiii      of  th    wded  street 
r  .  k  rts  z.       tit  which  he  would  .ave  met  any 
,dd8        m        me  with  th»  Mine  male,  and  gsse 

down  if  itesd  Ighting  I&e  ^  in  ^  JMI^ 
^  ^  fiite^  teroi#  ^  tia*  teflk  fiwB  ih«  bdeoiiy 

pin  im  »  p»dii«  momwut  had  been  ahakei^  s 
^..^^t— fM&zoiil.  leeling  a  dull  sense  of  a^ 
st  the '  snb;  '■aawnent  npon  him,  he  went  slo 

^tm^  «eei^A.diris,«idwithliitbacktouK 

tCfOm     ,  .gar 

'he  ^  on  was  half  mechanical,  but  to  the  men  gaU*- 
«t  ae  windows,  as  they  got  damn  from  the  chain 

^hich  they  laa  bwB  fHaaiaft  iiiiarMhi«i  ^i^aw 
ef  th^  ^jeeedinp  outride,  it  aemed  »  p»  <rf  g»tttft<mi 
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mm. 


*Tbak  VM  a  doae  squeak,"  he  said.  *<Do  yon  ieali» 
tiiai?  In  five  minntes  mom  jon'd  htye  been  handled  a 
i^t  winse  tium  yon  haikDed  jour  BsiB,  Id  me  idl  yon  P 

The  man  of  no  monofiet  m&d.  Hid  same  nnile  that 
had  infuriated  the  bar-room— and  yet  somdioir  it  ms 
more  diiScult  to  smile  now. 

"Is  it  possible,"  he  asked,  "that  through  an  nnlncky 
error  I  have  trounced  the  local  archbishop  ?^ 

Felder  looked  at  him  narrowly  Beneath  the  sarcasm 
be  distingnlehed  OTifamillarity,  aloofness,  a  genuine  as- 
toniAsKni  The  aptmunoue  in  Ha  person  <d  Hng^ 
Slaea  9i  ^  qmditisB  of  nerre  asd  eoanft  M  sur- 
prised him  out  of  his  usual  iadiifaaM».  Hie  *%nhom 
gambler"  had  fought  like  a  man.  His  present  sang-froid 
was  as  singular.  Had  he  been  an  absolute  stranger  in 
the  town  he  might  have  acted  and  spoken  no  differently. 
Folder's  smooth-shaven,  earnest  face  was  puzzled  as  ha 
answered  curtly: 

*^on've  trounced  a  man  wlw  will  remember  it  a  long 

**Abr*  said  &o  mait  addwawid  ea^.  *ns»  )m  a 

better  memory  than  I,  then  I" 

He  gazed  over  the  heads  of  the  silent  roomful  to 
simmering  street  where  Devlin,  with  the  aid  of  a  sup- 
porting arm,  was  staggering  into  the  saloon  in  whidi 
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his  humiliation  had  begun.  «They  seem  agitMsd,"  U 
.aid.  The  feeling  of  embami«iieBi  WM  purinfr  the 
old  daring  was  lifting.  Hi*  ^ce,  iCMming  ti»  worn, 
set  itsdf  «m  a  Arfiby,  1^  background, 
apologetic  yei  keenly  and  priaeWly  interested.  A  whim- 

mA  ^^  «»  in  hi!  ?y«.  He  crossed  to  him  and, 
xewW^  ont     hand,  drew  the  Ti«din  from  under  his 

arm.  ,      j. » 

"Music  hath  charms  to  soothe  the  savage  breast,  lio 

said,  and,  openmg  the  door,  he  tucked  ti»  inekniiiieB* 
under  his  chin  end  began  to  play. 

What  absdnte  eeito^  o«  ^ 
prompting  po««ed  him,  can  scMcdy  he  imagined.  As 

he  etood  iiie»  ea      toeAdd  with  tot  veiled  smile, 
to  geemed  utterfy  eeeless  of  consequence,  beckomng 
attack,  flannting  an  egregious  impertinence  in  the  face 
of  anger  and  dislike.  Felder  looked  for  a  quick  end  to 
the  folly,  but  he  saw  the  men  in  the  street,  even  as  they 
moved  forward,  waver  and  pause.  WiQi  ahnoat  to  tot 
note,  it  had  come  to  them  thiA  tliey       fe««Nr  ""^ 
such  as  the  .jueaking  1KW»  «f  to  d«»M.  ««r 
knew.  TTioie  m  to  fSfmeni  crossed  ffwr, 

ttd  ««  fer  toira  to  ebwHtod  itill  to  Usten. 

Hioe  ton  to  adept's  cunning,  that  had  at  first  tin- 
^  hi  Ui  tefm  lA  sight  o£  to  inatnunent,  was  in 
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Harry  Sanderson's  playing.  The  violin  had  been  the 
single  passion  which  the  old  Satan  Sanderson  had  car- 
iM  bim  isto  mm  eueor.  The  unpi^  to 
"•oothe  the  wnge  brewT  had  been  a  flare  of  the  old 
character  he  had  beoi  rdiTiiig;  but  the  mwu^  b^gim  in 
bravado,  swept  him  almost  instantly  bej^d  ita  bounds. 
He  had  never  been  an  indifferent  performer now  he  was 
playing  as  he  had  never  played  in  his  life,  with  inspira- 
tion and  abandon.  There  was  a  diabolism  in  it.  He  had 
forgotten  the  fight,  the  crowd,  his  own  mocking  mood. 
He  had  forgotten  where  he  was.  He  was  afloat  on  a 
flw^wrt  tiie  ol  BMloiy  t^  wm  enrying  him  bade— 
—b&ck—Mo  ^  far-away  past—tomrdi  all  he  had 
toved  and  lost! 

"It's  Home,  Sweet  Home,"  said  Barney  McGinn, — 
"no,  if  a  Atuuk  Laurie.  No,  if a-^aaged  if  I  know  what 
itisP 

The  player  himself  could  not  have  told  him.  He  was 
in  a  kind  of  tranced  dream.  The  self-made  music  was 
calling  with  a  sweet  insistence  to  buried  things  that 
were  stinb^  from  a  long  sleep.  It  taai  •  gii^  hsto  ibe 
throat  of  Bimn  tiin  aie  iluidiBf  movelaa  ia  tiie  street 
It  brou^  ft  tmpkiom  mMm  le  ^feaa  ItiMi 
It  drew  Mis.  l^oran  from  the  kitchen,  wl^iqg  1» 
bcMb  en  b»  iffSB.  It  called  to  « |pd  wk»  cratdnd  is 
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the  upper  hall  with  her  miflerable  fue  taricd  is  h« 
hands,  drew  her  down  the  itair  to  tl»  office  door,  her 
eyes  wide  wi&  ft  fafMOlM  WQiidar*  her  fiee  fl^iriea^ 

with  fediBSi 

Vtam  tin  heloaiiy  JmSe^  had  witnessed  the  fight 
vi^mit  u^teietuidiiig  its  meaning.  A  fascination  she 
oonld  not  gumey  had  glued  her  eyes  to  the  struggle. 
It  was  he— it  was  the  face  she  knew,  seen  but  once  for 
a  single  moment  in  the  hour  of  her  marriage,  but 
stamped  indelibly  upon  her  memory.  It  was  no  longer 
smooth^aven,  and  it  wee  chiaged,  evilly  changed.  Bi* 
it      the  HDBel  IRm*  wm  imikleimMi  woA  moAmf 
ini^«iidyeiitwBgft,iiotwedaie».  ffltomiea  end  de- 
ifiiea  m  he  i^^tt  h»-^  chief  aelor,  ••  tt  teemed  to 
her,  in  a  cheap  and  deeperate  bar-room  affray,  a  coarse 
affair  of  fisticuffe  in  the  public  etreet— yet  there  was 
something  intrepid  in  his  bearing,  something  splendid 
in  his  victory.  In  spite  of  the  sharp,  momentary  sense 
of  antagonism  that  had  bruised  her  hunoefc  fiber,  when 
the  brutal  bnBc  at  hie  oppoont  ML  ibe  eooM  heve  we^ 
wi&  1^1  Then,  mMeOfp  ^m  had  teaoA  thil  M 
doMag  her  own.  It  had  given  her  a  strange  thrill, 
toJi|ffHi,y««a«aMMl  tonArfhtt.  ffiie  tod  dragged  her 
ejet  vm^  wiBi  a  dioking  sensation,  a  eiBie  of  helpless- 
Tt^  nuft  e^lm.  When  the  violin  mwiaiid,  a  xeaiatlese 
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rush  of  feeling  had  swept  her  to  the  lower  door»  when 
she  stood  behind  the  spectators,  spellbound. 

In  the  man  who  played,  weird  forces  were  contending. 
The  feel  of  the  polished  wood  on  his  cheek,  the  odor  of  . 
the  resined  catgut  in  his  nostrils,  were  plucking,  pluck- 
ing at  the  closed  door.  A  new  note  crept  to  the  strings. 
Th^  had  spoken  ]^^Sam---'Wm  iita^  ieU  ol  pas.  A& 
th«  struggle  whose  very  Tngming  was  forgotten,  the 
QHfeqnital,  the  haOi^  qttetltf  &e  of  that  last 

year  whic&  had  been  born  of  a  woman's  kiss  in  a  dark- 
ened room,  never  voiced  in  that  lost  life^  poured  toxQi 
broken,  inarticulate. 

To  Jessica,  standing  with  hands  close-clasped,  it 
seemed  the  agony  of  remorse  for  a  past  fall,  the  cry  of  a 
forlom  sool,  jbumisg  itself  cui  out,  appealing  to  its 
good  anfd  fw  pity  and  |«Td(HB.  Ml  ^tm  played 
to  ha,  li^itfy,  eatdesdy,  as  Iw  all  ^ings.  She  had 
cteemed  it  en*  of  his  auny  ^rer,  aauinBiA  ac- 
complishments. Now  it  struck  her  with  a  pang  that 
there  had  been  in  him  a  deeper  side  that  she  had  not 
guessed.  Since  her  wedding-day  she  had  thought  of  her 
marriage  as  a  loathed  bond,  from  which  his  false  pre- 
tense had  absolved  her.  Now  a  doubt  of  her  own  position 
aiiaflei  bar.  Had  hmdhws  tsA  ofo^nrry  driven  him 
into  fiw  eazcef  tint  luA  wide  hhn  thwiMd  em  Is  tide 
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ron^  town-*  coowe  whidi  Ae,  had  Ao  been  iaiHif id 
to  h«  ▼«»  better,  far  warn,**  might  have  turned 
to  W»  ledenptkm?  God  forgave,  but  she  had  not  for- 
given 1  Pmarting  tears  scorched  her  eyelids. 

For  Harry  Sanderson  the  music  was  the  imprisoned 
memory,  crying  out  strongly  in  the  first  tongue  it  had 
found.  But  the  ear  was  alif ,  the  mind  knew  no  by-path 
of  understanding.  It  was  a  Wind  w«e,  feeliiig  immd 
some  under^  cftfem  of  wdferfiig.  Beneath  the  pxea- 
sue  the  idoied  do«  ymO,  &fmf^  »  ^  wholly 
optau  T3ie  pa*  with  ita  meaaoiiea  remained  hidden,  but 
th«m^  the  rilt,  miraculously  called  by  the  melody,  the 
r«a  dmter  that  had  been  the  Reverend  Henry  San- 
dosoa  came  forth.  The  perplexed  phantom  that  had 
been  moving  down  the  natural  declivity  of  resurrected 
predisposition,  fell  away.  The  slumbering  qual^  thak 
had  stirred  uneasily  at  sight  of  «»e  f aee  m  brf«my, 
awoke.  Whohewaaanahadbeenheknewiioiwwetboi 

hefoie;  bal  to  aw  wii^idf-«««rfo«w-» 
from  ita  aleep,  wffli  atooat  a  lenae  of  shock,  became 
oaiiebiia  of  the  gajring  crowd,  the  dusty  street,  the  red 
BunMit,  and  of  himself  at  the  end  of  a  vulgar  brawl, 
sawing  a  violin  in  silly  braggadocio  in  a  hotel  doorway. 

The  music  faltered  and  broke  off.  The  bow  dropped 
at  his  feet.  He  picked  it  up  f umblingly  and ^ 
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into  the  office,  as  a  Mm  entered  from  a  rear  door.  The 
new-comer  was  Michael  Halloran,  the  hotel's  proprie*^or, 
short,  thick-set  and  surly.  Asleep  in  his  room,  he  had 
a^lier  seen  the  fraaw  aar  hetod  ihe  playiisif .  He  saw 
lastly,  hmwwwiy  llii  iimii  tti1ii|^  imii  iiiil  im§mmBti, 

-  *  tiIliAr»«  mi  t^m  Ifcailiiillfitft  jiMjirMlLi  nt  fltA  m«ii 

^■n^S^HBHi^vB  •■FIHnHBiH^  I  Mllgllli  W^BA  OX  UK  lUBB 

wi»  WW  hwdiwg  Urn  vMia        to  its  ovi^.  B» 

clenched  his  fist  with  a  ataiA^BliNtaiai  tem^i  UlK. 

His  wife  caught  his  arm. 

"Oh,  Michael,  Michael!"  she  cried.  "Say  netiiinib 
lad  1  Ye  should  have  heard  him  play !" 

"Play !"  he  exclaimed.  "Let  him  go  fiddle  to  his  side- 
partner  Frendeigast  and  the  other  lifEraff  he^s  nut  with 
the  year  partP  He  tneaed  bluUy  to  Hnxy.  "Take 
ymranlf  fstm  thia  hotue,  StixeaP  he  said. 

^Whe^tm  a^a  trw  fhafs  mi  viyml  a<m^  lay,  Iral 
youH  not  come  here  I'* 

Harry  had  turned  very  white.  With  the  spoken  name 
— a  name  how  familiar ! — ^his  eyes  had  fallen  to  the  ring 
on  his  finger — ^the  ring  with  the  initials  H.  S,  A  sudden 
comprehension  had  darted  to  his  mind.  A  score  of  cir- 
cnmstascea  that  bi^  seeaied  odd  ^Md  ottt  now  in  a 
te^d  ^be  lodes  of  didike  ia  the  bKNuooB— 
attitude  td  iiie  atreeir— tiiia  uigiy  diatribe — aS  smaeked 
flf  Mpi^Blw^  OMt  Bsl  dsM  aefH^lHEM^  but  <^ 
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loqny.  Hit  name  w»  Uv^  Stti« !  He  Monged  to  this 
very  town  I  And  he  was  a  man  hated,  despised,  forbidden 
entrance  to  an  nncouth  iwrtelzy.  an  nnwekoroe  visitant 
even  in  a  bar-room  I 

An  hour  earlier  the  discovery  would  not  so  have  ap- 
palled him.  But  the  violin  music,  in  the  emergence  of 
the  real  Harry  Sanderson,  had,  as  it  wew,  findied  fl» 
mind  of  its  turgid  sat  ol  devil-mayHsaie  and  kfl  it 
quick  and  qdwing.  He  twned  to  and  aaid  in 
a  low  vdce-to  him,  nofc  to  the  hotd4»eper,  or  to  the 

*«When  I  entered  this  town  to-day,  I  did  not  know 
my  name,  or  that  I  had  ever  set  foot  in  it  before.  I  was 
struck  by  a  train  a  month  ago,  and  remember  nothing 
beyond  that  time.  It  seems  that  the  town  know  me 
better  ihan  I  know  myself." 

Halloran  looked  i*out  Ida  •  haf^  diri«fln 
•Hi  iBCffdidity,  h«t  few  joined  i&  ».  Thoee  who  had 
heard  the  playing  waliaed  that  in  swne  eerie  way  the 
powmal^  «<  the  man  they  had  known  had  been  altered. 
Brfore  the  painful,  shocked  intensity  of  his  face,  the 
lawyer  felt  his  instant  skepticism  fraying.  This  was 
little  like  acting!  He  felt  an  inclination  to  hold  out  his 
hand,  but  something  held  him  back. 
Harry  Sanderson  turned  quietly  and  waBod  oo*  «t 
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the  door.  Pavement  and  street  were  a  hubbub  of  ex- 
cited talk.  The  groups  parted  as  he  came  out,  and  he 
passed  betweea  them  with  eyes  straight  before  him. 

As  ke  liimect  fknpii  tlio  ilistl^  ft  fnginwit  <rf  qtuGrb, 
thrown  with  delib^wfee  «ikI  ramBsm  tAm,  flew  from 
tiw  siloon  iomw§,j.  It  gtmtA  hmi,  knocking  <^ 
his  hat. 

Tom  Felder  had  seen  the  flying  missile,  and  he  leaped 
to  the  center  of  the  street  with  rage  in  his  heart.  "If  I 
find  out  who  threw  that,"  he  said,  "m  send  him  up  for 
it,  so  help  me  God  I" 

Harry  stooped  and  picked  up  his  hat,  and  as  he  put 
it  on  agiin,  tamed  a  moa^  toward  &e  crowd.  Tbm 
he  walked  im,  down  ihe  m^dls  <rf  tin  street,  hli  eyes 
S^Bxii^S*     fMa  Hln  IMcy       oi  lis 

ii^tirilii^ 


m 


OHAFTEB  XVU 


AT  THB  TUBH  W  IBM  ntiH* 

T!»  tcene  in  the  hotel  office  hod  left  Jessica  in  a 
•t^  of  mental  distraction  in  which  reason  was  in  abey- 
ance. In  the  confusion  she  had  slipped  into  the  little 
sitting-room  unnoticed,  feeling  a  sense  almost  of  phys- 
ical sickness,  to  sit  in  the  half-Hght,  listening  to  iSm 
diminishing  noises  of  the  spilling  awi  »»  wtt 
wind-swept,  rietm^emi,  ia  the  grip  «f  JsM  emo- 
tions. The  iwpiise  hid  AodMd  hw,  and  tte  strange 
appeal  o£  the  tiolia  hwl  disturbed  her  equipoise. 

(j^  ,fgBf^Li««t  words  of  awakening  spoken  in  the 
office  had  come  to  her  distinctly.  In  their  light  she 
had  read  the  piteous  puzde  of  that  gaze  that  had  held 
her  motionless  on  the  balcony.  Hugh  had  forgotten 
the  past— all  oi  it,  its  crime,  its  penalty.  In  te^tting 
the  past,  he  had  forgottai  eren  her,  bis  wifal  Yet  in 
aoiae  mysteriftw      h«  fece  hrf  to  him ; 

it  had  tow*ed  f»  «a  inrtuit  the  spring  of  fte  befogged 


As  she  ^aned  throng  the  trwweak  twilight  past 


BATAN  SANBEBSOK 


ih»  mltngi  of  the  town  and  into  the  somber  mountain 
9kf9,  dM  slnMk  ilie  bono  diarply  with  bar  crop.  Ht 
who  had  entrapped  her,  wIk)  had  married  hu  under  tha 
•hadow  fli  A  flfitninal  Mt,       hid  broken  h&t  future 

with  his,  when  his  whole  bright  life  had  crashed  down 
in  black  ruin— could  such  a  one  look  as  he  had  looked 
at  her?  Could  he  make  such  music  that  had  wrung 
her  heart? 

All  at  once  the  horse  shied  violently,  almost  unseat- 
ing her.  A  man  was  lying  by  the  side  of  the  road,  toss- 
ing and  mattering  to  himself.  SIm  forced  the  unwilling 
Biimal  closer,  and,  teaning  from  the  saddle,  saw  who  it 
waa.  la  a  momort  die  was  off  and  beside  the  piosfarate 
form,  a  spasm  of  dread  clutching  at  her  throat  at  sight 
of  the  nerveless  limbs,  the  chaUgp  pa^  <df  th«  famr/ 
the  fever  spots  in  the  cheeks. 

A  wave  of  pity  swept  over  her.  He  was  ill  and  alone ; 
he  could  not  be  left  there — he  must  have  shelter.  She 
looked  fearfully  about  her.  What  could  she  do?  In 
that  town,  whose  intolerance  and  dislike  she  had  seen 
10  aolivfify  dwiHimto^rfy  bo  out  wi^  would 

care  for  him?  She  turned  hxir  head,  listening  to  a  near- 
ing  sound — footsteps  voe  plodding  vs^  tiie  road.  She 
called,  and  presently  a  pedestrian  emerged  from  tiie 
half  <dai^  and  came  toward  her. 


AT  THE  TUBN  OF  THE  TRAIL 

It*!  In  iidd  with  •  dnickte.  "I  heard  he'd 

cm  b«*.»  The  chuckle  turned  to  a  cough,  and  he 
aknkhiihead.  "Thisissad!  You  could  never  believe 
how  I  have  labored  with  the  boy,  but"-he  turned  <mt 
his  hand8-"you  Bce,  there  is  the  temptation.  It  fa  hi. 

unhappy  weakness."   

Jessica  remembered  the  yeUow,  airffWng  fwe  W. 
She  hdd  passed  him  OB  the  day  Too  Fdder  hid  wtftid 

with  her  feoBi  fl»  Mewirt^  ""^ 
U(wwr  h«l  tdd  her  he  Uted  in  the  cabin  juat  below  the 
KMh,         Ae  »  o«« ae  felt  •  quiver  of 

"He  is  not  intoxicated,"  abe  said  coldly.  "He  is  ilL 

You  know  him,  ti\en?"   ^ 

"Know  him  1"  he  echoed,  and  laughe*-«  &y, 
ling  laugh.  "I  ought  to.  And  I  gi««  he  Imowe  «». 
He  shook  the  inert  »         ^  HighP*  to  1^ 
«It*i  PraKteffaetr 

fltthed  throng  her  mind  the  phrase  of  the 
maif  hotd^pert  "His  side-partner,  Prendcrgastr 
Could  it  be?  Had  Hugh  really  lived  in  the  cabin  on 
irtiich  she  had  so  often  peered  down  during  those  paet 
weeks?  And  with  this  chosen  crony  I  ^ 
She  touched  Prendergaafa  arm.  "He  ie  iB,  I  i*y, 
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•he  repeated.  "He  nraik  te  «tfMl  iir  it  «Mt.  Tow 
Mbin  U  OB  ilM  hiBrfd^  te'i  itr 
''iriteiMa,''liecen«etei.  «A  fe«^  fdaee^  bat  it  hat 

friend.'' 

She  bit  her  lips.  "Lift  him  on  my  horse,"  she  said. 
She  stooped  and  put  her  hands  under  the  twitcfaing 
shoulders.  "I  will  help  you.  I  am  quite  strong." 

With  her  aid  he  lifted  the  swaying  form  on  to  the 
saddle  and  supported  it  viiile  Jenfoft  M  vay  up 
the  daiitening  road. 

mm  i»  ^  evt^"  iM  Miid  praeenOir.  "iUl,  ym 
know  ft  f  for  die  had  tnraed  ista  tlie  fide-]»tli  M 
led  ah»^  the  'iill,  under  Oe  gray,  snake-like  flum<^ 
the  shofleet  r<mte  to  thopiiif  iheU  m  idiieh  the  cabia 
stood. 

The  by-way  was  steep  and  rugged,  and  rhododendron 
clumps  caught  at  her  ankles,  and  once  she  heard  a 
snake  slip  over  the  dry  ms^  rf  leomi^  hot  wwt  fltt 
rapidly,  dragging  at  the  l«idle,  tnaiiig  btdc  ram  ad 
teoE^oBdy  tovp^hent  iogniiirq^  fflw 
leeieeljr  heofd  the  oSenrir^  honied  eempliBieiili  whkfc 
Ptendergast  offered  to  her  courage  and  reaonrce.  Her 
pulses  were  throbbing  unsteadily,  her  mind  in  a  ferment. 

It  aeened  en  etonit^  tUey  cUiabed;  in  mlity  it  waa 
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rcarcely  twenty  minute*  brfplt  toy  fitAii  tt» 
knoll  and  tb*  eAkt  wksw  cwiy  ■vtagtef  *»r  •toai 
widetotlMaifl^air-  »n  tkd  tte  horn,  went  in  and  at 
fUljltlfM^  MmittWi  fonad  mttdut  and  lit  a  candle. 
Tilt  b«e,  two-room  interior  it  wealed,  was  unkempt 
and  di«)rdeied.  Bough  bunks,  a  table  and  a  couple 
of  hewn  «*aiM  were  almost  its  only  furniture.  The 
window  wa«  broken  and  the  roof  admitted  mm  mi  nSm* 
Prendergast  laid  the  man  they  had  brought  oa  eat  «< 
the  bunka  and  threw  ofcrhte  i  ilafcly  hllBta*. 
«My  dew  young  l«d^,**     M,  *^  «•  •  i**  8tc 

JflMieft  had  taken  money  from  her  pocket  and  now 
she  held  it  out  to  K:  "He  mnit  hate  a  doctor/'  abe 
said.  "You  must  fet'  i.  :.:c  " 

The  yellow  eyes  fb^  v  n  ■  -  n  the  bill,  eren  wWk  Wa 
gesture  protested.  «Vou  Miame  mr  ho  tjrfaimad. 
"And  yet  you  are  right;  it  ii  fcr  tett."  1^  '^^^ed  it 
andpntatoWtp«Ait  «Ab  aoa  •■  I  tow  i>aiit  • 
IN,l»iBl»*««»"'*^  »twill«ttlirij« 
OM  «t  tlw  oft  of  ^  Juckiess  teiUK.  Ail  »•  not  ao 

iihiTitahlr  as  you." 
He  untied  her  horse  and  extended  a  hand,  but  she 
withoot  hM  help.   "Hv  wiU  thank  you  one 
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day — ^this  friend  of  mine/'  \»  uiA,  "far  better  than  I 
can  do." 

"It  is  not  at  all  necessary  to  tell  him,"  she  replied 
frigidly.  "The  sick  are  always  to  be  helped,  in  every 
^x0iunitaBce." 

&m  fits  Iwr  Im»m  the  leui  m  ibe  ip(d»  asd  tamed 
him  up  tite  itaep  p«&  that  climbed  b«ek  of  the  eabin, 
peat  &e  KboIh  m  by  a  nanov  tndl  to  the  moaa- 
tain  road. 

Emmet  Prendergast  stood  listening  to  the  dulling 
hoof^beats  a  moment,  then  reentered  the  cabin.  The 
man  on  the  bunk  had  liftcfl  to  a  sitting  position,  his 
eyes  were  open,  dazed  and  staring. 

*'Tliit'a  rif^t,**  ^  ote  maa  arid.  maiag 
fOBiid.  Hmr  doei  it  fed  to  be  bi^  in  the  dMbai^r 
CaB^fDww  tovjmi  got  here,  era  jmif  TottveietoiNt 
en  BoTMhaek  hj  a  beauty,  Hii|^,  aqr  b(^r— •  rip-stav- 
ing  beantyl  111  tril  yon  dxmt  it  in  ^  UKoaiag, 
yon're  good." 

The  man  he  addressed  made  no  answer ;  hia  eyes  were 
on  the  other,  industrious  and  bewildered. 

"I  heard  about  the  row,"  went  on  Prendergast.  "Thqr 
ciy&^  tiiink  it  was  ia  you,  and  neithn  dkl  I."  JS» 
loolBill  1^      eBTtningly.  "N^&er  dli  Monn,  t^.  A? 
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a- "".ai' 

1»*  in  ,««  «.C  Hugh  !••  he  «id  -itt  • 
i,«^rtk»a»e«.  «Th.t  rock  the,  «.re-  m™^b«» 
tat^  Feel«.rtotai«y,d.?  f."'"^*' 

,™ .  .ight  ,0,  .re ~' -J^C 

Pharc  of  the  last  swag,  but       •««  »  ««  J"** 
dcrcast  wouldn't  cheat  a  ptff  .   u  - 

in  ihe  cl«-<*iiiked  wall  he  took  a 
From  a  cwnny  m  xb»  e»y-«»—  j„d. 

lieM^ii-i.^Ffntityofgold-durt 

««U.  «  ft.  proceeded  to  divide  in  ^  P«^• 

tioB..  This  accomplished,  he  emptied  one  of  tha  p«. 
tiom  on  to  a  paper  and  pushed  it  out 

"That's  yours,"  he  ^ 

Harry's  eyes  were  on  wa  wiw  • 
now,  a.  though  they  looW  i»  *  vast  dia- 

board  table,  the  yellow  gold,  the  flickering 
^gBl^e4^  wwMed  something  horrifying,  in  some 
other  world,  in  some  other  life,  millions 

He  lurched  to  his  feet,  overturnmg  the  td»te.  TBi 
goy^dasl  Mtltod  to  the  floor. 


B&TAN  BAswmm^ 


"Your  deal  I"  he  said.  Then  with  a  vagvffi  laugh,  ht 
fell  aidewisc  upon  the  bunk. 

Emmet  Praiderga«t  stared  i.t  him  with  a  look  of 
•miwBifnt  OB       ydlow  &ee.   ''Be't  eiqr  •■  • 

fie  itk  valefaiiig  Urn  •  x«w  Md  IMM  • 

fire  on  the  unsw^  ]Mtf&.  Wfma  a  Mer  of  cans  and 
dented  utensils  in  a  comer  he  proceeded  to  cook  himself 
supper,  after  which  he  carefully  brushed  up  the  scat- 
tered gold-dust  and  returned  it  all  to  its  hiding-place. 
Lastly  he  rummaged  on  a  shelf  and  found  a  phial ;  this 
proved  to  be  empty,  however,  and  be  set  it  on  the  table. 

*1  guess  yfm%  io  aoaf^  w^ont  any  pais- 
idSiutp*  Im  te  ^wd^  '^leefeMi  wtn  mi|phiIm« 
Aiqrway,  V&  be  bi^  by  midnii^t'' 

He  threw  more  wood  on  the  fire,  blew  out  the  candle, 
and,  closing  the  door  behind  him,  set  off  down  the  trail 
to  the  town — ^where  a  faio<%uik  mm  ■floured  tiM  bill 
Jeasice  bed  fivea  him. 


1B4 


in 
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cHAPTisB  ma 


It  was  pitch-dark  when  Je-ia  ^ 
X  +>,Lah  she  wait  lfl»  »  1^^^^  *® 

(lamp  smell  of  the  dewy  titmnm  m 
rUiag  gh»Wft.  WW  ft.  f»« 

^Wta  tadfc  M»  »  b.  .te  ii.  .appe'.  ""1 
telTatowri,        h.a  litae  ««  for  eohemrt 
«,..ght,  .11  the  while  -he  ™  »f  f 
irol  with  «.  e«ort.   Since  Ae  h.d  »«» 
.,ten.ooo,      lelt  „  it  y^^-^frj^^ 
their  change..   Sh.  WM  ■VP'«-^        »  " 

done,  her  reflections  returned.  She  beganto 
U  tortured.  She  tried  to  read-the  printed  cto^ 
«wam  beyond  her  comprehension  ^^^^^^^^ 
hoa4  wer  her  bead  and  atole  oiA  «  to  «»  w».  P««. 
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It  was  only  nine  o'clock,  and  along  the  gravel  paths 
that  wound  among  the  shrubbery  a  few  dim  forms  were 
strolling — she  caught  the  scent  of  a  cigar  and  the  sound 
of  a  womai^s  Ura|^.  The  air  nw  csiqp  biaung, 
iBTO  >  pwMio  01  trow  WW  pBMwi  mwi.  Dae^nna 
imm  mmm  t}»  a«k  gideiag-^iwwii:liii  In— ^a-itu^ 
#^  dii^B  pndnd  »  fa^doag  ye&v  poiii^  Salf* 
way  between,  folded  in  the  darkness,  lay  the  green  shelf 
and  the  cabin  to  i^kkAtt  ihiMghf  waaEMd  with  ft  Icind 
of  compulsion. 

Her  eyes  searched  the  darkness  anxiously.  He  had 
seemed  dangerously  ill;  he  might  die,  perhaps.  If  he 
what  imM  it  be  for  her,  his  wife,  but  tntdem  from 
ft  gi^iag  hoMcIf  i%ft  i$mt^  ti  the  vioUii  ft^faig. 
Sii  teiImB  but  the  teofi  nraBHwa^  &e  ImI  cfy  irf 
Ui  rti^Mi  «mI  iaiolale  spirit  before  it  passed  from  this 
wtHrld  that  knew  its  temptation  and  its  faU?  11  ite 
could  only  know  what  the  doctor  had  said ! 

There  was  no  moon,  but  the  stars  were  glowing  like 
tiny,  green-gilt  coals,  and  the  yellow  road  lay  plain  and 
clear.  With  a  sudden  determination  she  drew  her  light 
doric  rfilj  dmit  her,  stepped  down,  sped  aeron  the 
pMviPft  Mpi^  «mI  10%  ttt  fMi. 

Aft  M  i0nk  the  eurring  stretch  miitr  tbft 

«pHMMM0SIHK4nB  •  JMBtCnnuu  WtmS  ^QwBW  IBSQfWB  ft 
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purple  world  of  shadow.,  the  e«cktog  of  Wak- 
paper  that  lay  in  her  hmm  «emed  to  bum  her  flesh. 
Siw  wm^^Mi&ag  MWff  te  gw»  «Pon  *c  outcast  who 
htd  Amid  tai  ten^ia  her-«oinff,  she  kneir  not 
why  with  bnroiag  cheeks  and  hammering  heart. 

She  sUwdl  through  the  side  trail  to  the  cabin  with 
»  choking  sensation.  She  stole  to  the  window  and 
peered  in-in  the  firelight  she  could  see  the  form  oa 
the  bunk,  tossing  and  muttering.  OO*"***^**^** 
wasempty.  She  lifted  the  Utdi  «»Wy  «d  enteted. 

The  strained  tiaieky  rf  took  rdaxed  as  she 

gn^a^^h^  ffi»««r«»phWonthetable-Uie 
aoct«  hid  been  th«e,  then.  If  he  were  in  serious  case, 
PmdngMt  would  be  with  him.  She  threw  back  her 
hood,  dre-.v  (»e  of  the  chairs  to  the  eide  of  the  bunk  and 
Bat  down,  her  eyes  fixed  on  his  face.  The  weakness  ai^ 
helplessness  of  his  posture  struck  through  and  tteM^ 
her.   Two  sides  of  her  w«fe  ftruggUng  hi  •  «*t»8 

combat  for  mastery. 

«Ih.teyoul  lhi^rmrA»Mw>aahmlitf»ih, 
dew&iag  h«  eoW  h«d,  -I  UMirt  hate  you!  You  stole 

my  i««  «»i  ft    y««'    ^'"^ f 

—ti  mf  ftetwt  and  ruined  my  future  1  What  if 
you  hate  forgotten  the  past-your  crime?  Does^that 
»Ue      the  le«  ««ilty,  or  me  the  less  wretched  V 
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B«t  iHOmI  ft  dkst  Tde«  wif^  ber  gave  the  lie  to 
Imr  vdieBMince.  Sooe  dement  of  hst  t^uvetef  tbtl 
YuA  ben  tBoA  isteet  wm  ey  miiMfiy  demL  An 
oi4        Mow&ii^^       •  ^beeclfiBd  miU  had  gftmA 

and  crushed  and  annihilated,  was  rising  whole  and  nn- 
defiled,  superior  to  any  petty  distinction,  regardless  of 
all  that  lifted  combatiTe  in  her  inhexitanoe,  not  to  be 
gainsaid  or  denied. 

She  leaned  closer,  listening  to  the  incoherent  words 
and  hniem  phrases  borne  on  the  turbid  channels  of 
lemr.  Bat  die  ooold  not  link  them  tofdto  into  nwas- 

il^  Qid^oMiMawhejfeiBeclH^OTOaittoffreii^ 
— the  name  Hugh  Stires — repeated  with  the  dreary  mo- 
notony of  a  child  conning  a  baton.  She  noted  the  mark 
across  his  brow.  Before  her  marriage,  in  her  blindness, 
she  had  used  to  wonder  what  it  was  like.  It  was  not  in 
the  least  disfiguring — it  gave  a  touch  of  the  extraordi- 
nary. It  was  so  small  she  did  not  wonder  that  in  that 
ecstatic  moniait  oi  ha  Inride^a  Iom  ihe  had  not  seen  it. 

half  $mhSS^,  At  tbetMui  ool  h«r^»^  and 
kid  it  on  hit.  At  if  at  ^  ton^  1^  aa^tni^  eeeaed. 
The  eyea  opened,  and  a  confused,  troubled  look  crept  to 
them.  Then  they  closed  agaia^  ud  ^  leek  Idbd  est 
into  a  peace  that  remained. 
Jetttca  drop|«d  to  her  knees  and  boried  her  face  in 
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the  WmM»  Imtning  nA  ehiffing  wife  m  faaiwfftttte 
Bffnrfft*^  ol  minted  pain  and  j^eaiwe.  iBie  aetro^ 
kBtir  iM  ^  mi  ^ddBg.  It  aeoned  to  her  that 
yi  Toy  weakMaa  and  helplessness  voiced  again  the 
something  that  had  sounded  in  the  music  of  the  violin, 
when  the  buried,  forgotten  past  had  cried  out  its  pain 
and  shame  and  plea,  half  unconsciously— to  her!  A 
thrill  ran  through  her,  the  sense  of  moral  power  d  the 
weak  over  the  strong,  <rf  the  ismi!^  ofw  fee  mm- 
cnline. 

A  rising  fiodi  stained  her  dMtki.  With  a  redden 
uBpulae,  od  tr^  ft  gaiUy  backward  |^UM%  fee  M 

and  touched  her  lips  to  his  forehead. 

She  drew  back  quickly,  her  face  flooded  with  color, 
caught  her  breath,  then,  drawing  her  hood  over  her 
head,  went  swiftly  to  the  door  and  was  swallowed  up 
in  the  darkneaa. 
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THE  EVIL  XTX 

Hany  Sanderson,  luridng  back  from  the  periloua 
pa&my  of  fever,  was  to  see  himself  in  the  light  of  re- 
awakened instincts.   The  man  of  no  memories,  in  hia 
pointless  wanderings,  had  felt  dissatisfaction,  a  fleroe 
resentment,  a  savage  unrest,  but  morally  he  had  not 
suffered.  The  spiritud  etenwiite  <rf  <i»  pw*^ 
Mi  slept  A*  a  ifomaa'a  look  Haj  htd  awakened,  to 
liMto  foB  iliiiBfe  imder  iiw  linage  ^iK  of  laeieay. 
Wlica  fte  rtd,  rraaorseftil  nttafe,  newly  emerged,  found 
itnlf  m  <*ject  of  animadversion  and  contempt,  face  to 
§KS  wKh  a  past  of  shame  and  reproach,  the  shock  had 
been  profound.   The  stirring  of  the  old  conscience  was 
us  painful  as  is  the  first  gasp  of  air  to  the  drowned  lung. 
It  had  thrown  the  brain  into  a  fever  to  whoae  fiitoe 
onslaught  the  body  had  temporaril"  saeemaabed. 

mum,  toward  midni^it,  fte  fever  Abed,  he  liaS 
i^m  ui»  ft  4eep  ^eep  el  eai^ni^teii,  hm&  be 
opaied  his  eyes  next  morning  up<m  tl»  figure  of  Pren^ 
d^n^  i#tiag      la  mouth  in  tiie  iuraiy  doenngy 


THB  BTIL  m 

He  lifted  liiiBi^  OB  kiicitew;  Thtl  enftjr  ftotkifl 
lietii  iaeipUaibty  wwras  wiOt  tht  de&rtoai  fontarin  ^ 
Ui  Ifffw.  WiMra  taft  niMn  kad  lit  Inm  a?  Itai 

•  gmil  wftftwdkd  em  Ida  tlw  mnnory  of  his  lut 

eonicioiu  hours — ^the  scene  in  the  saloon,  the  fight,  the 
nnsic,  the  sudden  appalling  discovery  of  his  name  and 
lepute.    He  remembered  the  sickening  wave  of  self- 
disgust,  the  fierce  agony  of  resentment  that  had  beat  in 
his  every  vein  as  he  walked  up  the  darkening  street 
He  remembered  the  thrown  qimts.  No  cbaM  mmOm 
missile  haA  straek  ImiBe,  or  he  had  htm  let  upon, 
kii^  mi  pamiMBrf  tate  Inwribflltar.  TUt  i^iwii 
-Hi  Btiasr  inrobablj,  for  there  woe         and  shovels 
&i  ^  earner— had  ittoeined  Urn.  fie  had  been  ill, 
thore  was  lassitude  in  every  limb,  and  shadowy  recol- 
lections tantalized  him.  As  in  the  garish  day  one  mist^ 
ily  recalls  a  dream  of  the  night  before,  he  retained  a 
dim  consciimsness  of  a  woman's  face — ^the  face  he  had 
seen  on  the  balcony — Cleaning  n«ir  him,  bringing  isto  a 
paiaM  dteffdnr  a  mm  of  eot^Mi%  of  tm* 

graaet,  and  of  nrt. 

He  tBzaed  his  haad.  Throng  ^Maw  he  could 
m  Htm  Wtte,  rarined  mountain—a  slope  of  verdure 
soaked  in  placid,  j-ellow  sunshine,  xisiag  gradoally  to 
tltt  lidgit  paaoifttl  asd  Arcadian. 
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Af  kt  iteed  again  at  the  M«ted  figure,  the  grim  fact 
mnd  lite  •  grUly  specter,  deriding,  thrusting  its  hag- 
gard presence  upon  him.  In  this  little  community, 
which  apparently  he  had  forsaken  and  to  which  he  had 
hy  chance  returned,  he  stood  •  i«giM  aad  ft  HOUlAnI,  S 
thing  to  point  the  finger  «t  tad  to  tfrfd!  TtefWi*l«o 
UuifclMdbmdMiVniatoiitlnMdvtif^  tte 
imm  deipiiel  ^  WHillti  teoi  Ilia  career?  How 
bai  te  faecMse  ft  pavi^f  Aai  by  miracle  had  he 
hiMao  altered  as  to  look  upon  himself  with  loathing? 

He  waa  dimly  conscious  withal  that  »ome  funda- 
mental change  had  passed  over  him,  though  how  or 
when  he  could  not  tell.  Some  myaterioua  moral  al- 
chemy had  transmuted  his  elementa.  WuA  he  had  beoi 
be  waa  no  more.  He  waa  »o  longer  eren  the  man  who 
hid  ftvtead  the  ho*^.  "WA  tiie  deMa  at  ikt 
vdaowa  ^eiterday  maat     pidd  ia  «te  edn  ^ 

tern  te-dqrt 

Bt  lifted  himadf  if^ight,  dropping  his  feet  to  the 
fioor.  At  the  movement  the  man  on  the  doorstep  rose 
quickly  and  came  forward. 

**You're  better,  Hugh,"  he  said.  **Tate  it  tmj, 
though.  Don't  get  up  just  yet— I'm  going  to  eook  yon 
some  breakfast.**  He  twned  to  lb»  tewft,  WAad^ 
amfllifciTinji  log-e^  togete  ai  atl  ft  mamsm  aa 
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them.  'TTottll  be  ftrangn  wl«         fe*  •o««*M»f 

«H»«r  kBf  tew  I  bM»  lyiBf  Ijcrc  ?"  a^ked  Hiny. 

<«0»lyiiaMlMiii^  T«^*t  ted  •  ieiw." 

•Wtere  ii  my  dogr  ^ 

"Dogr  »aid  the  other.  «I  never  knew  you  had  one. 

Harry's  lip«  set  bitterly.  It  had  fared  more  hardly, 
then,  than  he.  It  had  been  a  ready  object  l«f  tte  cw^ 
to  wreak  their  hatred  upon,  hecmm  It  teloogea  to  W« 
-because  it  was  Hugh  Stfaw' a«f!  He  iMiirf  teA  • 

moment  against  w^l.       ^ai^  «y"' 

Prendefgart  atin.*  tte  tentNt  »»«*«^ 

fOf&S  MWWy 

"Ib  this  your  cabin,  my  friend  r 

The  figure  bending  over  the  hearth  straightened  itadl 
with  a  jerk  and  the  blinking  yellow  eyes  looted  h»d  ft 
him.  Prendergast  came  dose  to  the  bnalt.  ^ 

"That's  the  game  you  played  ki  ite  tew,"  te  add 
with  a  surly  sneer.  '^•ari#li«r  to»«*k«»» 
in,  but  yon  mO^t  ^  ^  teatewie  me,  pretendmg 
yoii&tfltoo»joiirmmAi»«»a«^*  I»»ao«di 
foolP 

A  dull  flush  came  to  Harry's  face.  Here  was  a  page 
from  that  iniquitous  past  that  faced  him.  Hia  own 
ealun?  And  hia  own  claim?  Well,  why  not? 
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"You  are  mistaken,"  be  said  calmly.  **1  m  Bo4.pM» 
tending.  I  can  not  remember  you.** 

Prendergast  laughed  in  an  ugly,  derisive  way.  "I 
suppose  you've  forgotten  tbe  balf-year  we've  lived  bere 
togetber,  and  tbe  gold-dust  we've  gathered  in  now  and 
again — dipped  it  all,  bave  youP' 

Harry  tbwcl  The  xae^m  looi^^t  ft  impmstf 
diaiiKtt,  but  H  passed.  He  walked  to  the  door  and 
gazed  out  <«  ^  pteasast  green  of  1^  liOl^de;  On  a 
tree  near-by  was  nailed  a  rough,  weather-beaten  board 
on  which  was  scrawled  "The  Little  Paymaster  Claim." 
He  saw  tlie  grass-grown  gravel-trenches,  evidence  of 
abandoned  work.  He  had  been  a  miner.  That  in  itself 
was  honest  toil.  Across  the  waving  foliage  he  could 
kidc  ctown  to  tiie  dktant  sfaraggling  street  with  its  hud- 
dles of  hoeiei  taeA  ite  farmS  swinging  signs.  Some  of 
tlMse  signs  hn^  dtove  resmrta  vi  diiMng  wiiedi  and 
green  baiae  tables ;  nrore  ooee  iai  &e  p«^  moi^  <m 
such  tables  he  had  doubled  many  times  over  a  paltry 
stake  with  that  satiric  luck  which  smiles  on  the  xtaetx^ 
ing.  His  eye  ran  back  up  the  slope. 

"The  claim  is  good,  then,"  he  said  over  bis  shoulder. 
"We  found  the  pay  r 

Flt«^l»gart  ccmtemplated  him  a  moment  in  grim 
sHiBoe,  wiih  a  leowL  «Yott*re  etther  letlly  fuddled* 
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Mvf^"  ]»  ma  tab     dn        »      phy  •atot, 

and  up  to  uasuXbSaag  deep.  WeU,  bm  it  your  own  way 
— if s  all  the  same  to  aae.       yon  ma*t  foil  mod 

over  my  eyes  long !" 

There  was  mockery  and  threat  in  his  tone,  but  more 
than  both,  the  evil  intimacy  in  his  words  gave  Harry  a 
qualm  of  disgust.  This  man  had  been  his  associate. 
That  one  hour  in  the  town  had  ahown  him  what  his  own 
life  there  had  been. 

What  should  he  do?  Forsake  for  ever  tl»  nei^borw 
hood  where  ha  had  made  his  blistering  mark?  Fling 
all  aside  and  start  again  somewhere?  And  leave  behind 
this  disgraceful  present,  with  that  face  that  had  looked 
into  his  from  above  the  dusty  street? 

If  fate  intended  that,  why  had  it  turned  him  back? 
Why  had  he  been  plucked  rudely  from  his  purpose  and 
set  once  more  here,  where  every  man's  hand  was  against 
lfflBr-«emy  OM  tai  ^  rany  oeomctef  Ihmmiti^ 
him  an  intuitive  obstinacy,  a  st^dfastness  under  stress 
which  approved  this  drastic  coercion.  If  such  was  the 
bed  he  had  made,  he  would  lie  in  it.  He  would  drink 
the  gall  and  vinegar  without  whimpering.  Whatever 
lay  behind,  he  would  live  it  dsmn.  This  man  at  least 
had  befriended  him. 

He  turned  into  the  room.  "Perhaps  I  shall  remember 
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aha  a  wfaOe.**  He  took  ibe  nvoepaii  from  TxtnSia- 

Pfawtergart  fiUed  b»  ]^  and  watdted  him.  "I 
guess  there  are  bats  in  your  bdfry,  sure  enough,  Hu^," 
he  said  at  kDgtb.  ''Yon  mnx  oBeted  to  do  Jfoaf  itint 
before.'' 
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ion.  HALTX)BAN  TELLS  A  8T0BT 

Wttm  iibe  nomoit  ber  kiss  fell  upon  the  forehead  of 
ffae  d^ikmt  man  in  the  cabin,  Jessica  began  to  be  a 
prey  to  new  emotions,  the  significance  of  which  she  did 
not  comprehend.  She  was  no  longer  a  child;  she  had 
attained  to  womanhood  on  that  summer's  wedding-day 
that  seemed  so  far  away.  But  her  woman's  heart  waa 
untried,  and  it  felt  itself  opening  to  this  new  ezperiflDoe 
w&k  %  ■tnoge  confuiaa. 

Tiisi  ^  ti^  benclf  Oii  ail^litd  baoi  #vn 
to  Iwr  dMKt  liM^  tliat  had  kin  there  in  its  purifying 
graTO-dothes  of  forgetfulneas.  Tet  it  burned  on  her 
lips,  as  that  other  kiss  in  a  darkened  room  had  burned 
afterward,  but  with  a  sense  of  pleasure,  not  of  hurt  It 
took  her  back  into  crimson  meadows  with  her  lost 
girlhood  and  its  opaled  outlook — and  Hugh.  Then  the 
warring  emotions  ractod  her  again;  a  whirl  of 

anger  at  hendf,  of  h(^  uaapatieiKie,  of  m(»tifici^c»»  d 
sdf -pity*  and  <rf  stifled  I<mging  im  she  knew  not  what 
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She  must  know  how  he  fared.  In  the  open  daylight  she 
could  not  approach  the  cabin,  but  she  reflected  that  the 
doctor  had  hcp-n  there,  and  no  doubt  had  carried  some 
report  of  him  to  the  town.  So,  as  the  morning  grew, 
she  rodo  down  the  mountain,  ostensibly  to  get  the  cherry 
covdud  dMh«l  left  beli^lnr^  day  bef oz»— mlly  to 
Mitiify  ber  fauqpnr  fnr  asm. 

As  it  hftppened,  Hn.  HaUotin's  flnt  gteeih^  let  ha 
iWKlify  xett.  Froitegirt  had  boBi^  fame  toitMM 
at  the  general  store  an  hour  before,  while  she  had  beea 
making  her  daily  order,  and  the  store-keeper  had  qnes- 
tioned  him.  Prendergast  had  a  fawning  liking  for  the 
notice  of  his  fellows — save  for  his  saloon  cronies,  few 
enough  in  the  town,  where  it  was  currently  reported  that 
be  l»d  a  prison  zeocad  in  AxianM%  em  eaaHagmiBd  mem 
Hum  a  irad  wilii  lifn— «iid  Iw  had  responded  eagerly  to 
fta  ^rQ  infnixiei.  To  an  intereated  a^enee  he  had 
told  tin  ii^^  ^  Bi^  m.  the  nun^aiB  load  is  ft 
sort  of  crazy  fever,  and  enlarged  upon  the  part  the  girl 
on  horsebar'c  had  played.  Hugh  was  all  right  now,  he 
said,  except  that  he  didn't  remember  him,  or  the  cabin, 
or  Smoky  Moimtain. 

Here  was  new  interest.  Thou^  her  name  was  known 
to  km,  J^Miiea  kid  mm  to  he  ft  lio^ar  figure  m  tt* 
■treeta  -  the  was  the  only  lady  rider  the  ^aoe  iaaeir— 
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snd  &e  description  was  ZMdify  recognizable  without  the 
name  which  Mrs.  Halloran  supplied.  In  an  hour  the 
story  had  found  a  hundred  listeners,  and  as  Jessica  rode 
by  that  day,  many  a  passer-by  had  turned  to  gaze  after 
her. 

What  Prendergart  had  aa^  Mrs.  Balkoiii  toid  litr  i& 
ateeath.  Before  abefiBiaiied  die  found  &«IJ«itoI»d 
not  heard  oi  tiw  iaeideart  hi  tiie  aakm  ^lAaA  liad  pn- 
dpi^ad  tiie       witii  Derlin,  aad  ^p^aliMlie 

rhetoric  Mrs.  Halloraa  tdd  this,  too. 

"He  deserved  it,  ye  see,  dearie,"  she  finished.  **But 
no  less  was  it  a  brave  thing  that — ^what  ye  did  last  night, 
alone  on  the  mountain  with  them  two,  an'  countin'  yer- 
self  as  safe  as  if  ye  were  in  Qod's  pocket  I  To  hear  that 
scalawag  Prendergast  talk,  he^t  hem  Uv^  SUk^  good 
angd— fi»  oily  hypocrite!  An*  do  ye  tiiiak  it^t  trne 
b^a  kit  hit  mmagf'-^iam,  I  mam^-nt  Wt 
knotr  ooQiiii'  ihat^i  ever  bappened  Mmt  09fdd 
that  be,  do  ye  think?** 

"I've  often  heard  of  such  a  thing,  Mrs.  Halloran,'*  re- 
sponded Jessica.  Her  heart  was  throbbing  painfully. 
"But  why  does  Smoky  Mountain  hate  him  so?  What 
has  he  done?" 

Hn.  Halloran  diook  her  ht&k  1  never  iaew 
thing  myself,**  die  aaid  judidously.  **I  ret^on  the  town 
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t33m  eouted  him  just  a  general  low-down.  Tkt  itit  it 
only  stupicion  an'  give  the  dog  a  bad  name/' 

There  had  been  comfort  for  Jessica  in  this  interview. 
The  burden  of  that  illness  off  her  mind — she  had  not 
realized  how  grea^  load  this  had  been  till  it  was  lifted 
—•he  turned  er  ' ,  toward  this  rift  in  the  ckmd  of  in^ 
famy  that  wm.^  to  fflrdop  tlM  reputati^  of  the  man 
own  bad  w  atn^edy  toadied.  She 
WW  fedkf  a  new  kindhip  wi&  ^  town;  ft  wtt  now 
not  alone  a  spot  upon  which  she  ^"d  loved  to  gaze  from 
the  height;  it  was  the  place  wu  .  Ja  the  man  the  had 
once  loved  had  lived  and  moved. 

Mrs.  Halloran's  story  had  materially  increased  the 
poignant  force  of  her  pity.  What  had  seemed  to  her  a 
vulgar  brawl,  had  been  in  reality  a  courageous  and  un- 

of  tiiii,  the  self -blame  and  contrition  iriiidi  die  had  ief 
whwi  riw  lirtwwd  tff  Ihft  TtflUa  wwiflfTl  hrtuwn,  til! 
seemed  «  neej  pirl  of  ^  gtti^  m  etpml  tiaaa 
omission. 

Tet  she  zode  hmmmti  ibti  daj  intli  almost  a  l^^i 
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Prendergast's  first  view  had  been  one  of  suspicion,  but 
this  had  been  shaken,  and  thereafter  he  had  studied 
Harry  with  a  sneering  tolerance.  There  had  been  little 
talk  betwea  timn  dtaimg  iiw  nMl  vUdi  tiw  yoimger 

handa.  Shrinking  acutely  from  the  leteib  of  ^  dkaiil 
INH^  i^k^  he  must  learn,  Hany  hac  adced  no  qaattiooa 

and  Prendergast  had  maintained  a  morose  siloice.  The 
latter  had  soon  betaken  himself  down  the  mountain — 
to  his  audience  in  the  general  store. 

As  Harry  stood  in  the  cabin  doorway,  looking  after 
him,  toward  the  town  glistening  far  below  in  the  morn- 
ing sunlight,  he  thou^t  iHtteriy  <rf     neq^ftfan  tee. 

"Tliey  eH  knew  me,"  be  te^t;  "eroy  one  knev 
me,  <m  tiie  atre^  in  tiie  hoteL  Thej  know  me  for  what 
I  have  been  to  them.  Yet  to  me  it  is  all  a  blank  I  What 
shameful  deeds  have  I  done?"  He  shrank  from  mem- 
ory now!  "What  was  I  doing  so  far  away,  where  was 
I  going;  on  the  night  when  I  waa  picked  up  beside  the 
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railroad  track  ?  I  may  be  a  druDkard,"  lie  said  to  him- 
self. "Xo,  in  the  past  month  I  have  drunk  hard,  but  not 
for  tiie  tatte  of  tbe  liqnort  I  may  be  •  gambler  the 
fini  thing  I  remeniber  is  that  game  of  caidt  in  the  b<a- 
m  l  laHQrbetdiM^ft  thi^  Ttt  hov  is  it  poebUe 
for  bad  deeds  to  be  blotted  out  and  leave  no  traeef  Ac- 
tions breed  habit,  if  they  do  not  spring  from  it,  and 
habit,  automatically  repeated,  becomes  character.  I  feel 
no  inherent  propensity  to  rob,  or  defraud.  'Shall  I? 
Will  these  things  come  back  to  me  if  my  memory  does? 
Shall  I  become  once  more  one  with  this  vile  old  man,  my 
^dde-partner/  to  sbaie  the  evil  seereto  that  I  see  in  hb 
ejMi  as  I  nnut  oswe  have  shared  iSbtmT'  He  sbnd- 
dntcd* 

There  welled  over  him  again,  full  force,  the  paasionAte 
lesentnwnt,  the  agony  of  protest,  that  had  been  the  gift 
of  the  resuscitated  character.  He  found  himself  fight- 
ing a  wild  desire  to  fling  his  resolution  behind  him  and 
fly  from  his  reputation  and  its  penalties. 

In  the  battle  that  he  fought  now  he  turned,  even  in 
his  weakness,  to  manual  labor,  striving  to  dull  his 
ibnm^  with  medmind  BHyfcment.  Be  ^i^ffM»d  and 
pot  to  rights  both  rooms  and  sorted  their  Utter  of  odds 
and  ends.  But  at  times  Ha  iiwlination  to  eae^  bo* 
emus  well-nigh  insupportable.  Whai  the  coofliet  was 
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fiercest  he  would  think  of  a  girl's  face,  ottw  iMai,  nA 
tb«  thought  wonU  iMlfiia  Ha.  Wte'vuilMif  Hby 

net  that  leemed  so  enrkmily  tHeii,  oonld  dM  bate  luid 
a  p«[i? 

He  did  not  know  that  she  of  whom  he  wondered,  in 
tiie  bitterest  of  those  hours  had  been  very  near  him— that 
on  her  way  up  the  mountain  she  had  stolen  down  to  the 
Knob  to  look  through  the  parted  bushes  to  the  cabin 
with  the  blue  spiral  rising  from  its  diimoegr.  He  etmli 
not  guesi  liH^  die  gaaed  wMi  •  sliiiiied,  agiM  te- 
temt,  a  eorioaity  even  more  tnteBse  tian  his  own, 
took  ol  a  lieart  ftat  wai  ■fanagety  kafiiiiig  ttnil  w^ 
TBff^fa^  and  tremulous  emotions. 

Though  the  homely  task  to  which  he  turned  failed  to 
allay  his  struggle,  by  nightfall  Harry  had  put  the  war- 
ring elements  under.  When  Prendcrgast  returned  at 
supper-time  the  candle  was  lighted  in  its  wall-box,  the 
dinted  tea-kettle  was  singing  ove*  a  era^li^  itn,  tsoA 
lUmy  waa  perspiring  offor  ^  leoiiri]^  «{  Ito  lart 

Ttatdergut  koksd  iStm  miksAf  inloior  over  on  the 
threshold  with  a  contemptuous  amusement.  "Almost 
thought  I  was  in  church,"  he  said.  He  took  oflE  his  coat 
and  lanlj  wati^  the  other  cook  the  fmgal  evening 
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BMd.   ITwim  mj'  Bfli  vohoitwriiig,"  be  obMnred; 
do  H  w  aisrijp  Fki  alMfiil  iMd  Iww 

flte  ailMk  oi  iiial  iDiiBllHy  «l  jfoa%  ttd  go  M  to 

the  old  line.*' 

Presently  he  looked  at  the  bunk,  clean  and  springy 
with  fresh  cut  spruce-shoots.  lie  went  to  it,  knelt  down 
and  thrust  an  arm  into  the  emp^  qptoe  boMtth  it  Mk 
got  up  hastily. 

"What  have  you  done  with  thatr  he  jenumded  with 
an  aqgiy  OMtL 

'imi^r  HmjrtasMiiiiiiMM^ttbtiittM 

tin  plates  on  the  ten  iaUa. 

"Wm  wtet  was  under  here.** 

"There  was  nothing  there  but  an  old  horse  skin,**  atid 
Harry.  ''It  is  hanging  on  the  side  of  the  cpbin." 

Witii  an  oath  Prendergast  flung  open  the  door  and 
went  outside.  He  reentered  quickly  with  the  white  hide 
kk  bis  arms,  wrapped  it  in  a  blanket  and  thrust  it  bAck 
under  Uw  bunk. 

*nSMmfm»UmihmMtij  •laca  ywi  pat »  crt 

there?"  he  asked  quidcfy. 

"No,"  said  Harry,  surprised.  «Why?» 

Prendergast  chuckled.  The  chuckle  grew  to  a  gnflaw 
and  he  sat  down,  slapping  his  thigh.  Presently  he  went 
to  the  wall,  took  the  chamois-skin  bag  f  nmi  its  hiding- 
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place  and  poured  some  of  ita  yellow  contents  into  hia 
palm.  "That's  why.  Do  you  remember  that,  eh?" 

Harry  looked  at  it.  "Oold-dwt,"  he  mU.  1  mm 
to  recall  that  I  wn  going  to  begin  wo*  k  ftt  Ueooh 
M^^ammi        AnU  It  wtm  «i«t  •i* 

Pmmilyrr'*  PMM^  ^  Sol^  ^  ^ 

ft  look.  The  other  had  asked  for  no  share  of 

ii  At  ^hat  moment  he  decided  to  say  nothing  of  the 

evening  before,  of  the  girl  or  the  horseback  journey— 

lest  Hugh,  cudgelling  his  brains,  might  remember  te 

had  been  offered  ft  half.  If  Hugh's  peedkr  eitdBMi 

wanted  to  dig  in  «it«rt,TeryirtB. 

aUe  for  M  tollk  Hi  F«*  «»• 

wi&  ft  (Hb* 

••Umi^  more  where  ftsl  Oftme  from,  aU 

ri^t,"  he  said,  **ana  IU  toftdi  jwi  n  to  l»w  to  fok 

one  of  these  days." 

Prendergast  said  little  during  the  meal.  When  the 
table  was  cleared  lit  his  :  pe  and  took  from  »  AM 
a  board  covered  wi  J.  penciled  ligurei  and  aemtuiiiefl  tt. 

"Hope  yeo  leraeBbat  Iwir  to  pliqr  «M  A^i^" 
«When  we  stopped  last  gwne  you  owed  me  a  little  over 
■iiiiiiihiiiii  Oiiiimiid  MkKm  H  ;e«  inget  it  isn't  a  cash 
fiM  iow  diV  iBd  pi?  19^  wlqr,  X       Uek/*  1» 
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with  rough  jocularity.  He  threw  a  pack  of  carda  on  to 
'  the  table  and  drew  up  the  chairs. 

Harry  did  not  move.  As  they  ate  he  had  been  won- 
haw  hmg  be  coald  i^i^  ^ut  aiaiater  ptwmoB, 
TbB  garish  cards  OemselTes  sow  smote  him  wi&  a 
ibrinking  distaste.  As  he  was  tkmk  to  speak  a  loMdk 
came  at  the  cabin  dowr  and  Prendergast  apeoei  it 

The  visitor  Harry  recognized  instantly;  it  was  the 
man  who  had  called  for  fair  play  at  the  fight  before  ^ 
saloon,  who  had  drawn  him  into  the  hotel. 

Felder  carried  a  bundle  under  his  arm.  He  nodded 
enrfly  to  Prendergast  and  addressed  himself  to  Harry. 

'1  am  ^  bouer  of  a  gift  firom  some  (me  i&  the  town," 
besdd.  ^  hare  beea  asked  to  ddivertiiisio^*  He 
put  the  bundk  into  Oe  over's  hands. 

Harry  drew  up  one  of  the  chairs  hastfly.  'Vkm  dt 
down,"  he  said  courteously.  He  looked  at  the  bundle 
curiously.  "Et  eos  dona  ferentes"  he  said  shnrly.  **A 
gift  from  some  one  in  the  town  !'* 

A  keen  surprise  flashed  into  the  lawyer's  glance.  "The 
fiioti^  is  daisH!,''  he  said,  **bxA  it  need  not  apply 
hem.**  He  took  tibe  btmdte,  unwrapped  it  and  disclosed 
aiiatlenavio&k  *lM^Tmw^m»,^Utti^ami.  «lfcr 
the  owner  of  this  yon  loi^  a  bt^  yastereb^.  Yea 
testsd  its  ion  a  little  Ittei^it  seeaa  ^  yea  m  a  B»> 
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ter  of  the  most  di£BcuIt  of  instmrneDls.  There  was  • 
time,  I  bdieve,  when  old  man  wai  iti  nuvier  abo; 
he  was  onee,  itey  say*  cMKhtetor  of  as  oaAtaiAn  ^ 
SanFnmdaco.  Brink  and  the  deril  finally  bnra£^t  him 
down.  For  three  years  past  he  has  lived  in  Smoky 
Mountain.  Nobody  knows  his  name — the  town  has  al- 
wap  called  him  'Old  Despair.'  You  did  him  what  is 
perhaps  the  first  real  kindness  he  has  ever  known  at  its 
hands.  He  has  done  the  only  thing  he  could  to  re- 
quite it.** 

Harry  had  colored  painfoUy  a»  Fdder  hegui  to  i^eak. 
The  worda  teosi^liMk  &«k  pb^^  tBd  ita  stea^  !»• 

javeBeBcenee  of  emoiitHi,  irith  Mmte  TividiMia.  Hiaf<Hoe 
was  naateady  as  he  answered : 

"I  appreciate  it — I  am  deeply  grateful— but  it  is  ^te 
impossible  that  I  accept  it  from  him." 

"You  need  not  hesitate,"  said  the  lawyer.  "Old  De- 
spair needs  it  no  longer.  He  died  last  night  in  Devlin's 
dance-hall,  where  he  played— when  he  was  8<*«  enon^ 
— ^for  his  todging.  I  happened  to  be  neM4>y,  and  I  as- 
sure yon  it  WM  his  express  wi&  tiiat  I  giie  ^  fioy& 
to  yon." 

TtMmg^  1m  hOA  not  hk  band.  *H3ood  night,"  he  said. 
"I  hope  your  memory  will  soon  return.  The  town  is 
iB»i^  mtereated  m  your  case.** 
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Ths  Hull  grav  deeper  ia  Mmf*  Aeek,  tiun^^  he 
iMnr  tiMf»  was  w^tliig  ifoniMA  &i  tiie  muojc  *1 
•etie^liopewi«Hli,'*liexqp&cL  lamknoi^^ 

foi:getftiliie8s  has  its  advantages." 

As  the  door  closed  behind  the  Tint(Hr»  Pzaidei|p»t 
kicked  the  chair  back  to  the  table. 

'TTou're  getting  on !"  he  sneered,  his  oily  tone  forgot- 
ten. ''Damn  his  impertinence !  He  didn't  offer  to  shake 
with  met  Cobm  oa  and  play." 

Harry  aptmsi  the  door  again  and  sat  down  im  the  cool 
ffkBPf  the  fbd&a  in  bia  Iwii^ 

think  I  doa*t  m  iat  the  eazda  ttHiifl^  V  1» 
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THS  PA88I1IO  or  raBMlSBOASI 

The  little  town  had  been  unconsciously  grateful  for 
its  new  sensation.  The  return  of  Hugh  Stires  and  hia 
apparent  curious  transformation  was  the  prime  subject 
of  cammikn.  For  «  lMlf*yeu  ibe  |^»e  had  fewnn 
bat  one  oQwr  event  as  rturtlii^:  Oat  vh  1^  findii^ 
worn  mcmtha  befeie^  el  ft^eai  body— tiiat  of  s  compani^ 
tive  stomgor  ki  the  plsce-->4hn»t  bensath  a  thicket  on 
Smoky  Mountain,  on  the  vray  daim  which  now  Wd 
Prendergast  and  his  partner. 

The  "Amen  Corner"  of  the  Mountain  Valley  House 
had  discussed  the  pros  and  cons  exhaustively.  There 
were  many  who  sneered  at  the  loM  <rf  mxmxaj  ai^  todc 
their  ene  firam  DerUa  who^  smaxtiag  from  his  hnmffia- 
i»m  and  nursing  venrai,  rersmped  susj^doM  n^b^evtr 
heiiwwedhishi^Mlliea.  In  Us epi^ Ki^  lMin» 
was  '^^i^iag  a  sUdc  game.* 

**Your  view  is  colored  by  your  prejudices,  Devlin/* 
saidlddn.  ''H^s  been  a  blackleg  in  tiie  past— granted. 
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But  give  the  devil  his  due.  As  for  the  other  ugly  tale, 
there's  no  more  evidence  against  him  than  there  is 
against  you  or  me  V* 

'They  didn't  find  the  body  on  my  ground/'  had  been 
&e  oihei^a  surly  retor^  *'and  /  didn^t  dear  out  ilie  day 

The  phenomoion,  however,  whether  credited  or  pooh- 
poohed,  was  a  drawing  card.  More  than  a  few  found 
occasion  to  climb  the  mountain  by  the  hillside  trail  tiutt 
skirted  the  lonely  cabin.  These,  as  likely  as  not,  saw 
Prendergast  lounging  in  the  doorway  smoking,  while  the 
younger  man  worked,  leading  a  trench  along  the  brow 
of  the  hill  to  bring  the  water  from  its  intake — ^which 
Ban^  foidc  tje  Imd  mn  wwt  fnadkabk— «id  digging 

the  shale  and  gravd  to      bed-rode,  to 
sparse  yellow  grains  that  yielded  themselTeB  so  gmdg- 
ii^y.  Some  at  the  pedestrians  nodded,  a  few  passed  the 
time  of  day,  and  to  each  Hany  retnmed  his  exact  coin 
of  salutation. 

The  spectacle  of  Hugh  Stires,  who  had  been  used  to 
pass  his  days  in  the  saloons  and  his  nights  in  even  less 
becoming  resorts,  turned  practical  miner,  added  a  touch 
of  opera  houff$  to  fte  dtns^  Uh^  to  a  degree,  nraflii* 
li^  tiis  rigor  of  dispraise.  It  vaa  tiie  comensia  of 
oj^nfeo  fliat  tba  utw  Hnj^  fi^iiea  swiimd  diftf* 
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est  tei  ^  fiiKl  tf  lit  inM ''pii?^  •  gBM^'' ft 
WW  ft  enrious  one. 

The  casual  espionage  Prenderg  ist  observed  with  a 
scowl,  as  he  watched  Harry's  labors — when  he  was  at  the 
cabin,  for  after  the  first  few  days  he  spent  most  of  hia 
time  in  haunts  of  his  own  in  the  town,  returning  only 
meal-time,  gruff  and  surly.  Harry,  hotvever,  neogomA 
nothing  unusual  in  the  curious  glanoea.  He  wwrked  on, 
iaieBt  npoa  bis  own  jxMm  ot  cbak  emia/to. 

On  the  (Hie  side  was  a  blade  record,  esmj^ified  in 
Prendergast,  clouded  infamy,  a  shuddering  abhorrence 
of  his  pait  self  as  he  saw  it  through  the  pitiless  lens  of 
public  opinion;  on  the  other  was  a  grim  constancy  of 
purpose,  a  passionate  wish  to  reconstruct  the  warped 
structure  of  life  of  which  he  found  himself  the  tenant, 
days  of  healthful,  peace-inspiring  toil,  a  womuifa  H» 
that  tiae^edi  h»  eiery  thought  AaimwUMxAhkl^ 

ing  gnduB  &at  now  wete  to  mean  hk  daily  sorteBaaea^ 
hetiCTedd^tog8zeuptbedopewh»e,aetinits  foli- 
age, the  glass  roof  of  ^lie  sanatorium  sparkled  softly 
through  the  Indian  haze.  Sti'ange  that  the  sight  should 
mysterioiiidj  ioiyEest  the  f aw 


fiaiMifxendergast  mr  the  absbaeied  nguA  aa 
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^mmmm  |^  ^  iM  frooi  tiw  towii.  H  WHS  in  an  ugly 
HiBOMr.  The  bag  of  gold-dust  which  he  had  shown  to 
Harry  he  had  not  returned  to  the  hiding-place  in  the 
wall,  and  with  this  in  his  pocket  the  faro-table  had  that 
day  tempted  him.  The  pouch  was  empty  now. 

Harry's  back  was  toward  him,  and  the  gold-pan  in 
which  he  had  been  washing  the  gravel  lay  at  bit  feet 
Wi&  a  ndaeleei,  mirthless  kni^  Prendecgwt  Btok  into 

ttft  and  rmM  down  ttcm  the  AeU  ibe  bottle 
wb^  eM&  day  Harry  had  poured  his  scanty  find- 
ings. He  weighed  it  in  his  hand— almost  two  ounces,  a 
little  less  than  twenty  dollars.  He  hastUy  took  the 
onpiy  bag  from  his  pocket. 

But  just  then  a  shadow  darkened  the  doorway  and 
Harry  entered.  He  saw  the  action,  and,  striding  for- 
ward, took  the  bot^  fxffii  ibe  o^s  band. 

FMBtegwItiixBed  on  bb%  a  sinliier  oiad 
tlb^b^&aa  ot  mapdm,  y<m  attend  to  yow  own 

zaMdlUngr  be  growled.  *^  gam  Fve  got  a  ti^  to 
what  I  need.'* 

"Not  to  that,"  said  Harry  quietly.  "We  shall  touch 
the  bottom  of  the  flour  sack  to-morrow.  You  expect  to 
get  your  meals  here,  I  presume." 

"I  still  look  forward  to  that  pleasure,"  answmd 
Prendergast  witb  an  evil  sneer.  "Three  meals  a  day 
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gfid  ft  TtMm  not  over  my  betd.  Whea  I  think  of  the 

Utile  I  ham  done  to  deserve  it,  tiw  hospitality  overcomes 
me!  All  I  have  done  is  to  keep  you  from  starving  to 
death  and  out  o£  quod  at  the  same  time.  I  only  taught 
jtm  a  safe  v?ay  to  beat  the  game — an  easier  one  than  you 
seem  to  know  now— and  to  live  on  Easy  Street  1" 

"I  am  looking  for  no  easy  way,"  responded  Hany, 
"whatever  you  mean  by  thai  I  ezpeoi  to  earn  my  living 
as  Vm  eanisg  il  ooip-^a  boaert  wtM,  ^ 
efeots." 

<*T«i^  Wnwa.  dl-fiied  particular  since  yen  krt  yoiir 
memory,*'  retorted  Prendergast,  his  eyes  narrowing. 
**You'll  be  turning  dominie  one  of  these  days !  Perhaps 
you  expect  to  get  the  town  to  take  up  with  you,  and  to 
make  love  to  the  beauty  in  the  green  riding-habit  that 
brought  you  here  on  her  horse  the  night  you  were  out 
of  your  head  I** 

Harry  started.  **!llitl  &  you  Maaftf*  U  mM 
tiiicUy. 

tiiiiia^iMiie%m«Mr«BaiOBeBo«r.  ^aviifi 

temper  came  uppermost. 

*1  forgot  you  didn't  know  about  that,"  he  scoffed.  "I 
made  a  neat  story  of  it  in  the  town.  They've  been  gab- 
bling about  it  ever  since." 

Harry  caught  his  breath.  As  through  a  mist  be  saw 
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•pia  M  giWB  habit  on  tiit  Iwtel  lMloon7-41ut  fact 
Uu^  had  haratsd  his  waking  conaeionnwM.  It  had  aoi 
beea  Fkentogatt  ahme,  iben,  who  had  bron^thim  hm 
And  her  act  of  charity  had  baen  mad^  no  donhty  ft  iiiiag 

for  the  titteriiq(  of  tile  towB»  dMapoiad  by  ^rttn,  oont- 
cnedby  jokel 

**!  wonder  if  she'd  done  it  if  she'd  known  all  I  know,'* 

continned  the  other  malevolently.  "You'd  better  go  up 

to  the  sanatoriom,  Hugh,  and  give  her  a  nice  sweet  kiaa 

feritr 

A  Inat  ^  zoae  in  HanT'a  ihna^  bill  he  didnd 
itdewa.  HbhuidMIOnireiieBFknMtaiii^diiMdk 
der,  and  toned  him  f <»eibly  towi»d  the  t^pm  door. 
His  other  hand  pointed,  and  his  suppressed  voice  said: 

'^his  cabin  has  grown  too  mutW  fur  ns  both.  Thi 
town  will  suit  you  better." 

Prendergast  shrank  before  the  wrath-whitened  face, 
the  dangerous  sparkle  in  the  eyes.  "You've  got  through 
with  me,**  i^owered,  ''and  yon  think  you  cut  go  it 
i^me."  The  old  sm^icion  leaped  in  tin  malkiom  oraii- 
tenanee.  ''Well,  it  iR»*t  yon  to  tiy  ft  yet.  t^mm 
too  mochi  Do  yon  understand?  /  inom  toe  mm^r 

Harry  went  out  of  the  oabln.  At  the  door  he  turned. 
"If  there  is  anything  yen  own  here,"  he  said,  "take  it 
with  you.  You  needn't  be  here  whoi  I  oodm  btek.** 
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His  fingers  shaking  with  the  black  rage  in  his  heart, 
Prendergast  gatiiemi  hit  km  bdtnigings,  t<M  ttoft 
in  the  white  horae-ikiB  n^iidi  he  dnw  fnrni  henetOi  hie 
haidc»Mii«iifpeiaw«haiitefthfaadEil.  Hefaitawd 
the  bimdle  in  e  j^dcHrtrai^  diing  it  over  his  shonlder, 
and  1^  the  oibin.  Harry  was  seated  on  one  of  the 
gravel-heaps,  some  distance  away,  looking  out  over  the 
valley,  his  back  toward  him.  As  he  took  the  steep  path 
leading  toward  the  little  town  Prendergast  shot  the 
figure  an  envenomed  look. 

'^Whsf  a  your  idione,  I  woDderP  he  muttoed  &alc^. 
<<Whidet«  it  ifl»I*B  find  out,  nem  lent  AadS&ns'i 
any&kig  IB  ft»yoa^  eomedotm  from  ^tl  hi|^  hone  P 
He  settled  his  bnrdot  and  went  rapidly  doum  the  trail, 
turning  over  in  his  mind  his  future  schemes. 

As  it  chanced,  there  was  one  who  saw  his  vindictive 
face.  Jessica,  crouched  on  the  Knob,  had  seen  him  come 
and  now  depart,  pack  on  back,  and  guessed  that  the 
pair  had  parted  company.  Har  whole  being  flamed  with 
sympathy.  She  could  see  bis  Budignairt  ecowl  phunly 
from  vlieEe  die  kiaed,  iefcoied  hy  ^  ha^et.  Itler- 
rifiedher.  Wlni had paaaed between ISiaaiittiie cabin? 
^  left  the  Knob  wondering. 

All  that  evening  she  was  ill  at  ease.  At  midnight, 
sleeplesc^  die  wai  koking  out  from  her  bedzo<mi  window 
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across  the  phantom-peopled  ahadows,  where  on  ibe  !aoe 
of  tlie  pale  sky  the  iUn  tMnUed  lite  ilov  tem.  Am- 
iety  tad  dmd  wm  in  Iwf  hurl;  »  ptle  plwileBi  of 
hu  nenwd  IvrUaf  ia  ^  diadimt;  tlw  ww  fill 
of  jbitd* 
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A*MM  WITH  BUn 

On  the  day  following  the  expulsion  of  Prendergaat, 
Harry  woke  restless  and  unrefreshed.  Fleeting  sensa- 
tions mocked  him — a  disturbing  conviction  that  the 
struggling  memory  in  ■mm  nwwon  lu^  ittceaadod  ia 
msKrting  itadf  in  tiw  Aadowy  kingdom  of  dnp. 
Waking,  fhe  appntticm  ««w  ied  again  into  liitir  ob- 
aewrity*  bnfaig  only  iiw  wraitha  of  weoitoation  to 
rtartle  and  disquiet. 

A  girl's  face  hovered  always  before  him — ^ruling  his 
consciousness  as  it  had  ruled  his  sleeping  thought.  "Is 
it  only  fancy?"  he  asked  himself.  "Or  is  it  more?  It 
was  there — my  memory — in  shreds  and  patches,  on  my 
skep;  Bov  wbeii  I  vdn^  it  k  &Bly  tiio  fraying  miak  ol 
dieaaaa.  .  .  DrcamaP  Be  dzeir  a  deep  famdii. 
'Tet  tiw  omanMleriiig  aeaae  of  zeelity  lemain^  Ltafc 
I  vndked  ia  intiBiaie,  forgotten  ways — and  sbe 
was  in  them — sheT  He  flushed,  an  odd,  sensitive  fln^ 
"Dreams !"  he  said.  "All  dreams  and  fancies !" 

Ai  length  he  todc  down  from  its  dielf  the  bottle  he 
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had  rescued  from  Prendergasfn  intention  and  emptied 
it  of  its  glistening  groins— enough  to  replenish  his  de- 
pleted stock  of  provisions.  He  paused  a  moment  as  he 
pBt  on  Ui  btt,  imiUiif  wiiiaMiaaty,  t  Ut&  He 
inM  ^  fomtk  M        eodi  bt  m 

reme^  in  oonoaalment.  U  Iw  wm  to  livt  and  wwric 
there,  appear  he  must  on  the  atneta  soodct  or  Itier. 
Smoky  Mountain  must  continue  to  think  of  him  at  it 
might;  what  he  was  fsom  thtt  time  oo,  mt  all  Uu^ 
conld  count  to  him. 

If  he  had  but  known  it,  there  was  good  reason  for 
heiitatiai  to^^y.  Early  that  morning  an  angry  rumor 
iMd  &laM  iofvn;  ahiiee  of  the  faydnmlie 
eooiptiiy  htA  been  fobbecl  afidB.  Some  two  nuaOm 
ftnkmAy  there  had  oecuned  e  miei  of  depiedati«» 
by  which  the  company  had  suffered.  The  bona  wtsm 
not  swept  of  their  golden  harvest  each  day,  and  in  spite 
of  all  precautions,  coarse  gold  had  disappeared  mysteri- 
ously from  the  riffles — ^this,  although  armed  men  had 
watched  all  night.  There  had  been  mu'.h  guess-work. 
Hie  cabin  on  the  hillside  was  the  nearest  hubitntion— 
fte  company's  inaw  disgorged  fts  food  tn  tiie  guh^ 
heimfh  it— and  sospidoa  had  erentually  pointed  its 
way.  The  sudden  ceasing  «f  «b«  robberies  wi^  tiw 
dingpiaiauBe  of  Hu^  Stires  had  given  foeoa  to  tids 
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suspicion.  Now,  almott  coincident  with  his  return,  the 
thievery  had  recommenced.  It  had  been  a  red-letter  day 
for  Devlin  and  hii  ilk  iriio  oavilMI  tl  tiM  more  duurite- 
Ui^  Of  aU       IwMVi^  ilM  oljMl  d  tMr  n4oM- 

At  Hatxy  wallced  briakly  down  tte  newwtafai  t  fNl> 

ing  of  unreality  atole  upon  him.  The  bell  waa  ringbg 
in  the  steeple  of  the  little  Catholic  church  below,  and 
the  high  metallic  sound  came  to  him  with  a  mysterious 
and  potential  familiarity.  With  the  first  note,  his  hand 
in  his  pocket  closed  upon  an  object  he  always  carried — 
the  little  gold  croaa  he  had  found  thm  when  be  awak- 
enid  ia  tha  in^Uttx,  ite  cnfy  tote  1m  jownei!  of 
hk  TaaialMd  pact  More  tlan  oaoe  it  h»A  been  laid  for 
a  Buunot  oo  Uw  fa»>>tabk  or  &e  rorfette-board  with 
his  last  coin.  Always  it  had  brought  the  stako  iNld^  WSk 
he  had  gained  a  whimsical  belief  in  itf  'uck. 

He  drew  it  out  now  and  looked  at  it.  "Strange  that 
the  sound  of  a  bell  always  reminds  me  of  that,"  he  mut- 
tered. "Association  of  ideas,  I  fancy,  since  there  is  a 
cross  on  the  church  steepte.  Ai^  irtwl  is  ^tmn  ia  Hak 
biBf  li  it  ft  iiiat  sovBtt  oval  fioiii  b6i%  |il 
after  iii^t»  up  flitre  in  tin  etbiii,  ^  IkmM  ptA  htm 
waked  mo  saddonly  from  sleep.  Why  is  it,  I  wonder  r 

Batariag  t»  torn,  there  weio  fsw  stinlaf  oa  tba 
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sunny  streets,  but  he  could  not  but  be  aware  that  those 
he  met  stopped  to  gaze  after  him.  Some,  indeed,  fol- 
lowed.  His  first  objective  point  was  a  jeweler's,  where 
he  could  turn  his  gold-dust  into  readier  coin  for  needful 
pttnAwes.  He  saw  a  sign  next  the  Mountain  Valley 
House,  and  eoterod. 

The  jeweler  we^M  ^  M  wMk  %  dirtraslfid 
frown,  but  Harry's  head  was  turned  away.  He  was 
reading  a  freshly  printed  placard  tacked  on  the  waft— 
an  offer  of  reward  for  the  detection  of  the  sluice  thief. 
He  read  it  through  mechanically,  for  as  he  read  there 
came  from  the  street  outside  a  sound  that  touched  a 
nmffled  chord  in  his  brain.  It  was  the  exhaust  of  a 
motor-car. 

Be  tiufo*  the  money  the  goHlB^  grudgingly 
handed  him  into  his  pocfcet  and  tamed  to  the  door.  A 

.k^  red  automobile  had  i^f^ed  ^  ench.  Tire  aen 
whom  it  carried  ware  ftat  altering  the  hotel. 

Harry  had  seen  many  such  machines  in  his  wander- 
ings, and  they  had  aroused  no  baffling  instinct  of  habi- 
tude. But  the  old  self  was  stirring  now,  every  sense 
•tei  Hour  by  hour  he  had  found  himself  growing 
SBmt  Mfetl^  nueept^B  to  inbile  mental  impressions, 
haanted  hf  shadowy  nrnfatdecs  of  tiusp  and  pheei. 
SMHii^  &  fl»  ^  fli  &i  kBs^  hw  "fieaf^  n- 
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minded  him— of  what?  His  eye  traced  its  polished 
lines,  noting  its  cunning  mechanism,  its  build  for  silent 
speed,  with  tibe  Mger  li^t7ng  of  a  eoraoiaieiir.  He 
todr  a  sl^  iown^  %  ei^doM  to  dl  tbevl  ite> 

He  did  not  note  ami  men  were  galimiim^  tiiai  tiw 
nearest  saloon  was  emptying  of  its  occupants.  Nor  did 
he  see  a  girl  on  horseback,  with  a  tiny  child  before  her 
on  the  saddle,  who  reined  up  sharply  opposite. 

The  rider  was  Jessica;  the  child,  an  ecstatic  five- 
year-old  she  had  picked  up  on  the  fringe  of  the  town, 
to  canter  in  with  her  hands  gripping  the  pommel  of  the 
mMk.  CBie  aav  Ihrry's  poetHon  inrta^fy  aai  goeaied 
itpoikm  What  did  iiw  mm  mean  to  d»?  ^teaned 
f ortrard,  a  swift  apptdKimcm  in  her  faat. 

Mmy  eune  back  suddenly  to  a  realization  of  his  snr- 
roundings.  He  looked  about  him,  startled,  his  cheek 
darkening  its  red,  every  muscle  instinctively  tightening. 
He  saw  danger  in  the  lowering  faces,  and  the  old  lust 
of  daring  leaped  up  instantly  to  grapple  with  the 
rejuvenated  character. 

De^^t  T9k»  aam  anst  Obi  beada  of  tiie  eiowd  a% 
burly  and  diirt-(deevedy  he  strode  mum  tiie  sfanrt: 

iiasd  vftBt  *BS  yooTPS  noHB  amsn  j9n  at 
tarred  and  feathered,  Hugh  Stires !" 

Bmoj  kofced  at  Wm  surprise^  bla  m^  instn^ 
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weurring  to  the  placard  he  had  seen.  Here  was  a  taqgi- 
tieaeeuatioD. 

*I  htm  stoiea  iioailiig^»  he  responded  quietly. 

''WbemcMhtg•ev]wlhe^nl•(ddBe^  Thejew- 
der'e  wrar  qceiy  rose  bdiind  him  fnan  the  doorway. 

'"W^Ol  find  that  out  P  WW  tiie  roo^  re^^n^. 

In  uce  of  his  threatening  peril,  Jessica  ioigot  idl 
else— the  restive  horse,  the  child.  She  sprang  to  the 
grpxmd,  her  face  pained  and  indignant,  and  started  to 
nm  across  the  street.  But  with  a  cry  of  dismay  she 
turned  back.  The  horse  had  caught  sight  of  the  red 
MfenM^^  and,  snorting  and  wild-eyed,  had  swung 
&  roadwi^. 

Derlis's  IddP  Bome  one  «ri«d  oa^  and  Berlin, 
teniing,  went  suddenly  ai^ea.  The  h%  was  ^  om 
soft  spot  in  his  mflBanly  heart  He  sprang  toward  the 
animal,  but  the  movement  and  the  hands  clutching 
the  bridle  sent  it  to  a  leaping  terror.  In  another 
instant  it  had  broken  through  the  ring  of  bystanders, 
and,  frenzied  at  its  freedom,  dashed  down  the  long, 
Iwd  ttreeft  with  the  diild  clinging  to  the  saddle-pommel 

It  was  all  the  w«ffic  of  a  moment,  one  of  panic  and 
flOi^iiieD,  tetti^  wydk  ittf  Jmiei^  aeicta  of 
namm  and  fright  Hmfor  hM  tiit  oowi— afi  save 
«^        aitioa  memti  tiie  amiai  as  liaf  mam 
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the  spur.  In  a  single  step  Harry  gained  the  antomobite. 
With  an  instantaneous  movement  he  pushed  the  lever 
down  and  jerked  the  throttle  wide.  The  machine 
bounded  into  its  pace,  the  people  rolling  back  before  it, 
and,  gtthering  headwa j,  darted  after  the  ninaway. 

The  apeetaluw  ftood  staring.  **E.«ni  aevtr  eiAA 
Mm,**  Mid  Midti^  Hattcoai^  who  hai  ^tlmd  iiie  ooitL 
"Funeral  Hoi  low's  only  a  mile  away.**  Wifli  o&ets  lie 
hurried  to  the  hotel  balcony,  where  he  could  watch  the 
exciting  race.  Jessica  stood  stockHrtill,  as  blanohed  as 
Devlin,  wringing  her  hands. 

Harry  Sanderson  had  acted  with  headlong  intention, 
without  calculation,  almost  without  consciousness  of 
moital  pooess.  Standing  on  the  pavement,  with  the 
hem  oi  ttte  aelor  eieei^aq^  in  his  veins,  hb  iibi^ 
body  lespradiiq;— as  his  fiagsn  bad  tin^  at  O^i  of 
the  violin— to  the  mufhd  ^iSmikm  of  kiHli 
die  of  steel,  in  the  sharp  exigency  he  hsd  answered  an 
overmastering  impulse.  In  the  same  bi^eath  he  had  real- 
ized Jessica's  presence  and  the  child's  peril,  both  linked 
in  that  anguished  cry.  With  the  first  bound  of  the  car 
nnder  him,  as  the  crowd  was  snatched  behind,  a  weSrd, 
exnlinil  tibffl  ^ot  tioonj^  every  norve.  Each  Mt 
nd  bur  to  imeir  as  one  would  teQ  his  ingen.  Boii»> 
wfcw^  it  ■niiw  »iiM,  h»  hid  fawra  aaA 
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mellow  sunlight^  with  the  air  singing  past  Where? 
When? 

Kol  for  &e  ^aetioB  ol  a  Momd,  hewefOy  dM  hb  gue 
vsfcr.  lb  kBev  tiM^  fbe  fiat  on  vhidi  tlie  towB  wu 
built  fell  away  in  a  l^bw  xtrira  to  &e  80iitfaward--te 
could  see  it  from  the  cabin  doorway — a  stretch  of  break- 
neck road  only  a  mile  ahead.  Could  the  child  hold  on  ? 
Could  he  distance  those  frenzied  hoofs  in  time?  The 
arrow  of  the  indicator  stole  forward  on  the  dial. 

Far  behind,  as  the  crowd  watched,  a  cry  rose  from  the 
botd  btkony.  It  wm  Bamey  McGinn,  the  freighter, 
ft  1^  Us  ^  *Wb  gainingP  he  AoM. 
**Se  has  almost  overtaken  the  horse  \" 

fte  Itert  fny  of  speed  w«  tirii^  Tbt  ttaA 
irteed  was  creeping  doser.  A  thunder  of  hoofs  in 
pnnnit  would  have  maddened  the  flying  animal,  but 
the  gliding  thing-that  was  now  so  close  to  him  came  on 
with  noiseless  swiftness.  Harry  had  reserved,  with  the 
nicety  of  a  practised  hand,  a  last  increment  of  speed. 

tiw  frml  wheA  at  ^  hone's  flank,  he  drew  tmi' 
ieaij  on  this.  As  ^  eur  leepo^e^  be  swerved  it 
dMTidy  in,  md,  heidi^  wiXh  (om  hand,  ktned  hat  oat 
£raa  fiw  step,  and  lifted  ^       finm  tiie  saddle. 

The  automobile  halted  again  before  the  hotel  amid  a 
bub.  The  own  wlu>  a  little  while  before  had  ben  ape 
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JeastM  who  ran  forward  and  took  tlie  diild,  still  sob- 
bing a  little,  from  Harry's  hands.  One  long  look 
passed  between  them — a  look  on  her  part  brimming 
with  a  great  gratitude  for  his  lifting  of  her  weight  of 
dread  and  compunction,  and  with  something  besides 
that  mantled  her  cheeks  with  rich  color.  She  kissed 
the  child  and  jdsoed  her  in  tor  fatto's  anns. 

DerUn't  coaatetwiico  bvokv  up*  H6  t^sn^gf^sA  to 
speak,  bat  could  mA,  md^  Inuying  his  face  in  the  diil^ 
dress  and  crying  bdiy,  ha  croMed  ^  ffaeefcbMii^ 
to  his  own  door. 

Harry  stepped  to  the  pavement  with  a  dull  kind  of 
embarrassment  at  the  manifold  scrutiny.  He  had  mis- 
construed Jessica's  flushing  silence,  and  the  inference 
stung.  The  fierce  zest  was  gone,  and  the  rankling  barb 
of  aeonatkHi  rauoted.  H«  ^oald  apologixe  to  Hm 
owMTy  h9  nAceied  ttHtieiSfyf  for  helping  Irfmarif  to 
the  ant(«iobile— he  who  rtole  g(dd-diat»  be  at  whose 
door  the  towa  laid  its  unferreted  thieveries  I  He  wko 
was  the  scapegoat  for  the  town's  offenses  t 

That  owner,  in  very  fact,  stood  just  tiien  in  the  hotel 
doorway  regarding  him  with  interest  He  was  the 
sheriff  of  the  county.  He  was  about  to  step  forward, 
when  an  interruption  occurred.  A  scuflSe  and  a  weak 
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btilc  loimded,  aiia  s  kis  famra  ftntk  shoi  torn 

**Bumxny!'*  cried  Harrj'.  "Rummy  I" 

Through  Bome  chink  of  the  dead  wall  in  his  brain  the 
name  slipped  out,  a  tiny  atom  of  flotsam  retrieved  from 
the  wreck  of  memory.  That  was  all,  but  to  the  animal 
vhich  had  just  found  its  lost  nuster,  the  word  meant  a 
raldiBHUkm  of  delight,  firing  of  the  punte  of 
iminelewmeM  thai  had  perpkzed  its  canine  brain.  The 
dog's  beftTm  was  mchedl 

Down  OB  his  knees  on  the  pavement  went  Hui7» 
with  his  arms  about  the  starved,  palpitating  little  crea- 
ture, and  his  cheek  against  its  shaggy  coat  In  another 
moment  he  had  picked  it  up  in  his  anna  and  was  walk- 
ing  np  the  street 

tiirt  night  Tom  Fdder,  sitting  in  his  office 
httsA  the  rimy  9i  ibe  nmamqr  horn  tin  AuUPt  iipe. 
He  laindf  had  been  is  ooiyi  at  &e  time. 

<1n  the  Bafififir,  wi&  kk  bade  bndran,"  add  ^ 
dieriff. 

The  lawyer  sprang  from  his  chair.  *'G.^  ■  <iod  1"  he 
exclaimed.  **How  can  a  man  ]\kc  Uiat  ernT  h,  tb  been 
a  scoundrel?" 

The  abmH  relit  his  dead  cigar  reflectively.  ''It^s  a 
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canoof  tting/*  he  said.  '^They  are  saying  on  tiie  rfraei 
fhatlM^iarfcFmdergartpaddng.  HeUlttvttowgleli 
oat-^Qw  old  taxantnl*  will  sting  him  if  he  eaaP 

Hany  Sai^enon  waA  Iwdc  to  hli  edun  vitb  a 
strange  feeling  of  ealtaiion  and  disappdntsMn^— «i> 
altation  at  the  recurrence  of  something  of  his  old  adven- 
tures, disappointment  at  the  flashed  ailenoe  with  whkh 
Jessica  had  received  the  child. 
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OK  aMOKT  mo/mmxti 

Jessica  bore  back  from  tho  town  that  afternoon  a 
spirit  of  tremulous  gladness.  In  the  few  moments  of 
that  thrilling  ride  and  rescue,  a  mysterious  change  had 
been  wxonj^t  in  her. 

&  tlie  part  aiqn  her  wi^  ted  been  powoMcd  by  a 
painfnl  tgUstioa  whidi  Ae  did  not  attempt  to  analyie. 
At  mcnn^  the  ingrained  hatred  Ba^*§  ae^  tiie 
resentment  that  had  been  the  result  of  that  year  of  pe' 
had  risen  to  battle  for  the  inherent  justice  of  thix 
At  such  times  she  was  restless  and  distraite,  sitting 
much  nlone,  and  puzzling  David  Stires  by  in«ftni«gl<My« 
responses. 

Sbe  could  not  tell  him  that  the  son  whose  name  he 
»m  fax&  upon  hit  lipa  tnu»  ao  near:  that  te  idwee 
crime  his  f ather^s  pride  of  name  had  hidden,  throng 
all  the  months  since  then,  had  gom  <1^vb  «^  the  cur- 
rent, shunned  by  honest  folk,  adding  to  his  one  dismal 
act  the  weight  of  persistent  repetition !  She  could  not 
tell  him  this,  even  though  that  son  now  lived  without 
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memory  of  the  evil  he  had  done ;  though  he  struggled 
under  a  cloud  of  hatred,  reaching  out  to  clean  deed  und 
high  retdm 

Kow,  bovefer,  all  dirtra^  and  tifj^tion  had  tibk 
kbad.  S^tiso^p^  nd  taddraty      csmjAtx  vaffm 
ber  wiaSi  luA  atOkd.  Studiag  irith  Mn.  Hi^tffaii,  dit 

had  listened  to  the  comment  with  shining  eyes.  Not 
that  she  distinguished  any  sudden  and  violent  volte-face 
of  opinion  to  turn  persecution  to  popularity  and  make 
the  reprobate  of  to-day  the  favorite  of  to-morrow.  But 
in  its  very  reserve  she  instinctively  felt  a  new  tension 
of  respect  S«^[tkioii  and  didika  aidde,  theie  waa  mom 
there  who  would  again  hinder  the  man  who  had  macte 
^neevi&dea&l 

For  her  own  par^  die  only  knew  that  bIm  had  no 
longer  fear  of  soul  or  sense  of  irrevocable  loss,  or  suffer* 
ing.  What  were  those  old  Bible  words  about  being  bom 
again?  What  was  that  rebirth  but  a  divine  forgetting, 
a  wiping  out,  a  "remembering  no  more  ?'*  If  it  was  the 
memory  of  his  shame  that  had  dragged  him  down,  that 
mearary  was  gone,  perhaps  for  evor.  The  Hii|^  die  now 
loved  waa  not  fee  Hi^jsh  nhe  hrf  riiHiwt  t 

She  Bsllf  D«rid  %lna  M  efodiig  di^^ 
he  had  hem  much  weaker  and  vaan  nervoua  of  late  and 
she  would  nol  have  him  told  of  the  ramwroyHNiftfag 
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<tf  dieerful  tilings,  radiating  a  glow  from  her  own  happi- 
aeas  thai  vuned  Hit  aoftly-lighted  aick-room.  All  the 
wUb  her  heart  waa  an  the  whera  a  rom^  eahin 
hM  him  who  embodied  for  her  all  the  niTitcry  aad 

meaning  of  life.  By  a  kind  of  dainrograace  die  aaw 
him  sitting  in  the  snug  firelight,  thinking  poluq^  of 
the  instant  their  eyes  had  met.  She  did  not  gmaa  that 
for  him  that  moment  had  held  an  added  pang. 

So  the  hours  had  passed,  and  the  sun,  when  it  rose 
iMxt  day,  shone  on  a  freshly  created  world.  The  wind 
BO  longor  moaned  for  the  lost  legends  of  the  trees. 
Than  waa  a  Hoom  m  every  ftwering  bnak,  a  8<»g  in 
the  throat  of  every  bird.  I%e  waa  fidl  <tf  new  fMingi 
tiiat  yielded  in  their  sway  only  to  new  pivdldaaa  *M 
loomed  on  hep  mental  horizon.  As  the  puzzle  of  the 
present  cleared,  the  future  was  become  the  all-dominat- 
ing thing.  She  knew  now  that  she  had  uevci-  hated,  had 
never  really  ceased  to  love.  And  Hugh?  Love  was  not 
a  mere  product  of  times  and  places.  It  was  only  the 
memoiy  that  waa  gom,  hli  lote  lived  on  underneath. 
Bm^  Oat  waa  irft^b^^nliat  the  kek  oa  Ui 

face  had  said!  When  the  brdten  duun  waa  welded,  he 
would  know  her!  Wonld  it  Im  fihannn  imii  wmMkm 
mental  shock— that  wonld  fundA  fha  da»t  (&a  IbtI 
heard  of  aaeh  thinp. 
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Bui  suppoM  he  did  not  noam  memory.  In  th» 
very  mtat  of  fhe  eMe,  be  ami  MOMkiBW  kttu  tiM  fletf 
ofliiepwL  Wat  ft  not  tetter  to  kamrt^vtiyvonlil 
Motaiait  mw,  iopAtlXi  hMaA  Vkok,  and  Um  «  fi^oi* 

that  held  no  hidden  menace?  She  alone  could  tell  him 
what  had  clouded  his  career — ^the  thing  whose  sign  and 
symbol  was  the  forged  draft  She  carried  the  slip  of 
paper  in  the  bosom  of  her  dress,  and  every  day  she  took 
it  out  and  looked  at  it  as  at  some  maleficent  relic.  It 
was  a  token  of  the  old  hturied  misery  that,  iia  inal  p«r- 
accomplished,  abrold  te  togottm  tot  em.  How 
tocoPTOy  fliat«ifciflftiattta»pitoaaBrfi^te  tliii 
was  the  ptoMan  mi  ate  had  found  tte  sedation.  Ste 
would  leave  ?:te  draft  aeeitfy  in  the  cabin,  where  he 
must  see  it.  It  bore  his  own  name,  and  the  deadly  word 
David  Stires'  cran.  cd  fist  had  written  across  it,  told  its 
significant  story.  How  it  got  there  Hugh  would  not 
question;  it  would  be  to  him  only  a  detail  of  his  for- 
gotten life  there. 

Ste  waa  when  in  tte  late  aftemotm  Doctor  Bia^ 
came  for  Mi  ebit  wili  D»ii4^«e%  and  tiw  Mte  aial 
her  oat  tm  a  walL  It  waa  a  garlanded  day,  a  day  of 
clear  bine  q^aeea  b^ween  latoider  clouds  lolling  in  the 
sky,  and  over  all  the  late  summer  landscape  a  dull  gold 
wash  <tf  asn.  There  ted  long  ceued  to  te  lor  her  aaj 
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ft  ludiUii^  overgrown  path  led  to  the  little  gnMy 
plateau  with  its  jutting  rock,  which  waa  her  point  of 
obaemtion.  She  did  not  keep  to  the  main  roed,  but 
chose  a  short^sut  through  the  thick  underbrush  that 
brought  her  more  quickly  to  tlie  Knob.  There  she  sat 
down,  and,  pcrting  the  bushes,  peered  through  than. 

All  was  quiet.  No  (tf  imokv  ouied  from  tiM 
eaUn  Mmaej,  no  vwdt  was  fovwifd;  lor  Harry  M 
tXttM  farvp  Hie  meuilirfB,  tot  vMi  liia  llmi^lk 
It  WM  a  faTorable  opportunity. 

Jessica  had  the  fateful  dnh  ill  her  hand  as  she  ran 
quickly  down  the  trail  and  across  the  cleared  space  to 
the  cabin  door.  It  was  wide  open.  Peering  warily  she 
saw  that  both  rooms  were  empty,  and,  with  a  guilty 
last  glance  about  her,  slie  entered.  A  smile  curved  ber 
lipa  M  dw  nw  the  plain  neataots  of  the  Istorior; 
•eeond  eed^^p^lni^  the  eeane  MuMiam  defi^ 
hm^^hom  irooden  p^,  tlw  cl^  l«con  snqmi^d  fma 
tte  nftes.  A  nail  in  ths  wall  hsMi  an  rkHOt  ad 
beneath  it  was  a  shelf  of  looks. 

To  these,  battered  and  dog-eared  novels  rescued  from 
the  mildewed  litter  of  the  cabin,  Harry  had  turned 
eagerly  in  the  long  evenings  for  lack  of  mental  pabu- 
lum. She  took  one  from  the  meager  row,  and  opened  it 
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curiously.  It  wm  David  CopptrpU,  aAAtmm  «^ 
kindling  interest  that  heavy  lines  were  drawn  aki^  aap» 

tain  of  the  pages.  The  words  that  had  been  mariced 
revealed  to  the  loving  woman  something  of  his  sonl. 

She  looked  about  her.  Where  should  she  put  the 
draft?  He  had  left  a  marker  in  the  book;  he  would 
open  ii  afid^  ao  denM.  Mm  Uft  ^  ctMEl  batiiiiia 
the  printed  Imrm,  bcgmd  tiw  marinr.  TbeUt  refdaoing 
tte  vAxaaa  <m  the  AM,  At  mi  frani  tits  doov  nd 
hastened  back  up  the  steep  trail  to  the  Knob. 

Leaning  back  against  the  warm  rock,  lapped  in  the 
serene  peacefulness  of  the  spot,  Jessica  fell  into  reverie. 
Never  since  her  wedding-day  had  she  said  to  herself 
boldly:  "I  love  him  1" — never  till  yesterday.  Now  all 
wtt  dwngadt  l^ut  flMii^fc  ww  ft  tnwaripwi  Miumwe* 
**I  shall  rtay  hert  mu  him  cb^  after  cbgr*  watting. 
Some  day  his  wewory  wiQ  cobm  bade,  and  then  my  hm 
will  comfort  him.  The  tosrn  will  forget  it  has  hated, 
and  will  come  to  hor  r  him.  Sometime,  seeing  how  he 
is  changed,  his  father  will  forgive  him  and  take  him 
hack,  and  we  shall  all  three  go  home  to  the  white  house 
in  the  aspens.  If  not,  then  my  place  will  still  be  with 
Hugh  I  Perhaps  we  shall  live  here.  Perhaps  a  cabin  like 
that  win  be  home,  and  I  diall  Mv»  with  him,  waA  waA 
with  him,  and  care  for  him." 
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Tbm  dw  dxetmed— «  new  day-dnam,  mmmiged 
ihe  sozdid  tmfai  teri^. 

So  ab«»1>ed  was  she  tiiat  did  sot  hear  a  etep  ap- 
proaching over  the  springy  moss — a  sharply  drawn 
breath,  as  the  intruder  stifled  an  exclamation.  She  had 
drawn  her  handkerchief  across  her  eyes  against  the 
dancing  glimmer  of  sunlight.  Suddenly  it  dropped  to 
her  lap,  and  she  half  turned. 

la  iibe  infant  of  surprise,  as  Hany's  lodt  iadnd  iato 
hetSy  a  name  sprang  mdt^idai  to  her  lipa— a  nsme  Hud 
strode  hk  strained  face  to  sn^bleii  vhitawH^  tb^^Bg  ia 
his  like  the  note  of  a  snnkea  bdL  AS,  fhrt  wm 
clamoring  in  him  for  speech  rushed  into  words. 

"You  call  my  name!"  he  cried.  "You  know  me  I  Have 
I  ever  been  'Hugh'  to  you  ?  Is  that  what  your  look  said 
to  me  ?  Is  that  why  your  face  has  haunted  me?  Tell  me^ 
I  pray  you !" 

She  had  struggled  lo  her  leet,  ha  hands  praned  lo 
her  bosom.  The  surprise  had  swung  her  from  her  moor- 
ings. E«  heart      besn  m>  full  in  her  self-eommun- 
^»  WfWf  between  ^e  impulse  tnrasa  mMfiBCBt 

and  the  warning  of  caution,  she  stood  confused. 

"1  had  never  seen  you  in  the  town  before  that  day,** 
she  said.  "I  am  stopping  there" — she  pointed  to  the 
ridge  above,  where  the  roof  of  the  sanatorium  glistened 
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in  the  nmlii^i  **1  was  at  ti»  hotel  by  mmrt  woeiSiaA 
whOT— yo«  clayed.** 

l^e  light  died  in  U%  eyes.  He  turned  aNnq^y  and 
staxed  .^qjxiss  the  folit  ged  qpaee.  There  mw  a  monHBtli 

pause. 

"Forgive  me !"  he  said  at  length,  in  a  voice  curiously 
dull.  "You  must  think  me  a  madman  to  be  talking  to 
you  like  this.  To  be  sure,  every  one  knows  me.  It  is  noi 
strange  that  yoa  ahonld  hare  apdnn  my  name.  It  vtt 
a  sudden  impulse  to  wiiidi  I  yielded.  I  Iiad  inagiBed 
.  .  .  Ihaddma»d  .  .  .  but  no  matter.  Only,  your 
face — tint  white  toad  wioss  your  eyes — your  voice— 
they  came  to  me  like  something  far  away  that  I  have 
known.  I  waa  misiaken.  I  waa  cnu^  to  ttiak  that 
you — " 

He  stopped.  A  wave  of  sympathy  passed  over  her. 
She  felt  a  mad  wbh  to  throw  all  aside,  to  cry  to  him: 
'*Ym  iSi  haem  vml  YoalOTedl  me  <mee!  luBJeaides 
—I  am  your  wife  P  So  intense  waa  Im  emc^ion  Ibat 
seemed  to  ha  m  if  die  had  vpokm  his  name  t^gKtn, 
aodiUy,  bid;  ha  Wpt  \aA  »^  moved,  and  the  tep  of  a 
woodpecker  m  a  neaf^  trunk  sounded  .vitii  handh  dia* 
tinctness. 

"I  have  wanted  to  speak  to  you,"  she  said,  after  an 
instant  in  which  she  struggled  for  self->contioL  **Y<m 
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did  a  brave  thing  yesterday — a  splendid  thing.  It  saved 
me  from  sorrow  all  my  lifeP 

He  pni  ande  het  thaaln  viQt  a  gestare.  *^tm  sated 
me  also.  Yon  f mmd  me  ill  aiKl  Bi?ff»iBg  and  your  Iione 
0uned  m0  to  my  cat^** 

"I  want  to  tell  you,"  she  went  on  hastily,  her  fingers 
lacing,  "that  I  do  not  judge  you  as  others  do.  I  know 
about  your  past  life — what  you  have  forgotten.  I  know 
you  have  put  it  all  behind  you." 

His  face  changed  swiftly.  To-day  the  determination 
▼ith  whidi  lie  liad  striven  to  pot  ffom  M»  vdui  Ikf 
•pnMem  ci  hk  ckmded  part  had  Inoken  down.  In  the 
l^t  of  the  timtge  i^idi  had  bem  flia^^  In  Us  ierth 
^  afternoon  beftne,  his  imagination  had  dwelt  intoler- 
ably on  it.  "Better  to  have  ended  it  all  under  the 
wli  els  of  the  freight-engine,"  he  had  told  himself. 
"What  profit  to  have  another  character,  if  the  old  lies 
chuckling  in  the'  shadow,  an  old-man-of-the-sea,  a  lurk- 
ing thing,  like  a  personal  devil,  to  pull  me  down !"  In 
^ese  gloomy  reflecti<as  ha  featnzes  bad  recmred  wi& 
ft  painfol  postetaaoe.  He  had  had  ft  bad  lialf*liotir  <m 

Mm  liHHilHaHl,  WO  mfWf  Dvinsv  Oer  SBOK  IpiB  iiMHEf  SBB 

ever-torturing  query  hurst  its  bonds. 

"You  know!"  he  said  hoarsely.  'Yet  you  say  that? 
They  stonod  me  in  tbe  street  the  day  I  came 
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terday  they  comited  me  a  fhief.  It  is  like  a  hideous 
nightoittretiwtleui'twaiefnmi.  Wlwsml?  Where 
did  I  eone  fnmf  I  dan  wot  wAt  tat  fear  of  further 
diame !  Can  yoa  imagine  what  that  raeaos?" 

He  broke  off,  leaning  an  unsteady  hand  against  a 
tree.  "I've  no  excuse  for  this  raving!"  he  said,  in  a 
moment,  his  face  turned  away.  "I  have  seen  you  but 
twice.  I  do  not  even  know  your  name.  I  am  a  man 
snatched  out  of  the  limbo  and  dropped  into  hell,  to 
watch  the  bright  spirits  passing  on  the  other  side  of 
the  golf  P 

Bus  lay  vefy  deep  in  tlw  w<ffds,  and  it  pierced  ha 
like  a  bodily  pang,  so  dose  did  she  seem  to  him  in 
spirit.  She  felt  in  it  unrest,  rebellion,  the  shrinking 
sensibility  that  had  writhed  in  loneliness,  and  the  long- 
ing for  new  foothold  on  the  submerged  causeway  of  life. 

Khe  came  close  to  him  and  touched  his  arm. 

**I  know  all  that  you  suffer,"  she  said.  **You  are  do- 
ing ti»  rtnmg  thing,  tl^  hnive  thing  I  llie  »HUk  is  yea 
is  sot  a^^  bow;  ii  wn  biri»  Imt  H  hw  imoA  fia 
hwk.  Whoa  your  BifflDtoiy  ecmie^  yon  wSI  see  tiirt  1^  Is 
fito  tib^  has  heat  Ism&^  you.  There  was  nothing  in 
your  past  that  am  not  he  hnried  and  forgotten.  What 
you  have  been  you  will  never  be  again.  I  know  that!  I 
saw  yott  S^i  Derlis  and  I  know  why  yoa  did  ii  I 
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heard  you  play  the  violin  I  WhateTer  has  been,  I  have 

Shs  apAa  IneatUetdy,  ia  rery  abutaon,  omied  away 
by  her  feeling.  As  she  spoke  he  had  tanwd  ixmud  her, 

his  paleness  ilushed,  his  eyes  leaping  up  like  hungry 
fires,  devouring  her  face.  At  the  look  timidity  rushed 
upon  her.  She  stopped  abruptly  and  took  «  startkd  step 
from  him. 

He  turned  from  her  instantly,  his  hands  dropped  at 
his  sidei.  The  word  that  had  almort  sprung  to  speech 
had  dipped  bade  oto  the  void. 

**I  tiiank  yott  for  the  diarity  you  have  for  me,**  he 
•aid,  ^which  I  in  no  mqr  desenre.  X  .  .  *  IdaiU  id- 
ways  remember  it'* 

She  hesitated  an  instant  made  as  if  to  speak.  Then, 
turning,  she  went  quickly  from  him.  At  the  edge  of  the 
bushes  she  stopped  with  a  sudden  impulse.  She  looked 
at  the  handkerchief  she  held  in  her  hand.  Some  tiny 
fettering  waa  mibxtMmA  in  ^  comer,  the  word  Jea- 
ma.  She  kdced  haGk--he  luid  not  moved.  Boiling  it 

into  a  haB,  she  tiirew  it  had^  01^  iiie  Mws,  fheane 
on  hastily  through  the  trees. 

After  a  time  Harry  turned  slowly,  his  shoulders  lift. 

ing  in  a  deep  respiration.  He  drew  his  hand  across  his 

brow  as  though  to  dispel  a  vision.  This  was  the  fixrt 
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time  he  had  hit  upon  the  place.  He  mw      fiit  kdg^ 

with  the  bushes  twisted  before  it  for  a  screen.  Sbo  had 
known  the  place  before,  then!  The  white  and  filmy 
cambric  caught  his  eye,  lying  at  the  base  of  the  great, 
knob-like  rock.  He  went  to  it,  picked  it  up,  and  looked 
at  it  cloeely. 

*'JeBdeft  F  lie  whispered.  Hu  name  dang  about  him ; 
the  veiy  leaves  repeated  it  in  mndc.  He  had  a  cnrioBs 
senjatKm  as  if,  while  spdn,  M  reij  aame  lud 
half  framed  itself  in  acms  curtail^  recess  of  }m 

thought.  He  pressed  the  handkerchief  to  his  face.  Ti» 
faint  perfume  it  exhaled,  like  the  dust  of  dead  tmm, 
gave  him  a  ghostly  impression  of  the  familiar. 

He  thought  of  what  she  had  said ;  she  had  not  known 
him  I  And  yet  that  look,  the  strange  dreaming  sense  of 
her  piaeo^  maod  on  her  lipg  in  tlw  nMuoent  <d 
bewilderment  I 

He  striKsk     iot^ad  [Ai^^  w^  hia  btti. 

**Fodr  he  said,  with  a  hitter  Uhii^  TodP 
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THE  OPEN  WINDOW 

Over  the  sanntorium  on  the  ridge  sleep  had  de- 
scended. On  its  broad  grounds  there  was  no  light  of 
moon  or  stars,  and  its  chamber  windows  were  dark,  save 
where  here  and  there  the  soft  glow  of  a  night-lamp 
sifted  through  a  shutter.  The  evening  had  closed  gloom- 
ily, breeding  storm.  The  air  was  sultry  and  wiirfless, 
and  now  and  then  sheet-lij^tning  tiuew  into  blunt  re* 
lief  ^  dnric  bodies  td  the  trees.  Ii^de  tiw  buil^ 
an  dmdbcared,  sonndfy  or  ithilly  as  healtii  or  illness 
decreed,  carrying  the  hnmors  of  the  rtlnlog  day  into 
the  wider  realm  of  sleep. 

Jessica  had  closed  her  eyes,  thinking  of  a  time  when 
secrecy  would  all  be  ended,  disguise  done,  when  she 
would  wear  again  the  ring  she  had  taken  off  in  bitter- 
ness, wtoi  indeed  and  in  juam  ^  tronld  be  a  vife 
Mate  Ha  world.  She  had  pidced  a  gm^  bowl  of  wild 
s^lanybi  ani  Mi  U  ly  her  bedside  ai^  ttie  room  was 
sweet  wiib  the  delieate  seeai  The  odor  carried  her  irre- 
iki^t^  bade  to  Urn  far-away  muuioa  tiiat  had  «aoe 
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seemed  a  haunted  dwelling,  to  the  days  of  her  blindness 
and  of  Hugh's  courtship.  Before  she  extinguished  the 
U£^t  she  seazcfaed  in  a  drawer  and  found  her  wcdJing- 
riiijp^--^  one  die  iMd  wmi  far  kM  fhaii  aa  It 
was  folded  away  ia  a  box  wliidh  sin  had  not  opened  since 
the  dreadfol  day  when  die  had  hrdkm  in  ^ees  het 
model  of  the  Prodigal  Son.  When  she  crept  into  bed,  the 
ring  was  on  her  finger.  She  had  fallen  aale^  with  her 
cheek  resting  on  it. 

She  awoke  with  a  start,  with  a  vague,  inexplicable 
uneasiness,  an  instinct  that  the  night  had  voiced  an  un- 
usoal  soond.  lat  up  in  bed,  staring  into  the  dark 
depths  of  iiie  room.  Her  instant  thoni^t  had  been  of 
I^vid  &am,  hai  Ibe  ikty  bdl  m  tiw  waB  whose  wk« 
led  to  his  bedzocnn  wm  Kit  v9aatii%.  1^  £itowd  a 
moment,  but  there  was  only  a  deep  silence. 

Slipping  out  of  bed,  she  crossed  the  room  and  parted 
the  curtain  from  before  the  tall  French  window.  The 
room  was  on  the  ground  floor  and  the  window  gave  di- 
rectly on  the  lawn.  The  wind  seemed  dead,  and  the 
W(»rld  ooidde— ^  broad,  cleared  expanse  of  trees  and 
shrabi^  and  the  descending  forert  dbwd  it  round — 
was  WM^pei  itt  »  difniH  btifhiiiss.  While  die  gaaedtiien 
came  a  sudden  yellow  flare  of  Kghtnipg  uid  fay-dfa- 
taat         of  ^iBdtf  spoke  behind  &e  yUk 
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still  with  the  tmreasoning  uneasinese  holding  her, 
■he  groped  to  the  door,  drev  the  bdit  looked  out 
into  the  wid^  softly  eupeM  bdl,  dim^  \^  « 

kna^icijwtai^tamef  ^li^xeaN.  ASatonoeft 
ehifer  no.  ttxoni^  her.  There,  a  dozen  e^pe  away,  the 
light  full  vgm  tta,  aM  iOt  ana  vlio  filtoi  her 
thoughts. 

He  stood  perfectly  still,  without  movement  or  gesture, 
gazing  at  her.  She  could  see  his  face  distinctly,  sil- 
houetted on  the  pearl-gray  wall.  It  wore  an  expression 
a£  skaiaed  concern  and  of  deep  helpleameas.  T%e  io- 
itari;  agitation  a^  mapkB  UiMb&  the^made  of  hia 
SxeMBeefiffire.  ^  forgot  tiiat  it  was  the  dead  of  night, 
fliai  die  wae  ia  ha  i^^b^gsmn.  It  fiaahed  across  her 
mind  that  some  near  and  desperate  trouble  had  befallen 
him.  All  the  protective  and  maternal  in  her  love  welled 
up.  She  went  quickly  toward  him. 

He  did  not  move  or  stir,  and  then  she  realized  that 
though  his  eyes  seemed  to  look  at  her,  it  was  with  a 
^Msive  tanced  fixify.  Tbej  mw  nothing.  He  vm 
tale^ 

S  inw  tt*  miad  wU^  mi  eornKkos,  ilw  action  el  €ba 
iro^  WW  afc  xeet.  The  hody,  through  the  ^oalioa  el 
fonw  irreducible  law  of  the  vobjectiTe  self,  was  moving 
ia  n  automatic  aogDaaambul  <m.  The  intermittent  mm^ 
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oty  fhai  Had  begun  to  emtrge  in  deiqp,  thai  had  given 
him  on  waking  the  eerie  impKMkm  of  a  dual  identity, 
had  kd  him,  inv^dwiterily  and  vnenrinf^,  to  ha* 
She  hatted,  a  deep  ocmptmam  and  a  painful  woodiv- 

ment  holding  her,  feeling  with  a  thrill  the  power  dw 
pOo3e«Hed  over  him.  Then,  like  a  cold  wave,  surged  over 
her  a  numbing  sense  of  his  position.  How  had  he 
entered  ?  Had  he  broken  locks  like  a  burglar  ?  The  sit- 
uation was  anomalous.  What  should  she  do?  Waked 
abruptly,  the  result  might  be  disastrous.  Discovered,  his 
presoice  theie  when  aQ  dnndMred,  suspected  «  ha  had 
hem,  wwM  bt  xvmom,  8^  wmi  grt  him  nray,  a^ 
of  the  honi^  and  quiddy. 

A  biealih  of  co<d  air  awqpt  part  hetf  patting  out  the 
lamp— an  outer  door  was  open.  At  the  same  instant  she 
heard  steps  beyond  the  curve  of  the  hall,  Doctor  Brent's 
voice  peremptory  and  inquiring.  Her  nerves  chilled ;  he 
blocked  the  sole  avenue  of  retreat.  No,  there  was  one 
other,  and  only  one — a  single  way  to  shield  him.  Quiet 
and  T&aateefyi  now,  thou^  hor  diedcs  wm  hot,  aha 
took  &e  hand  of  the  unconscious  man,  drew  h^wt  sitost 
and  unresisting  into  the  friendly  diadmr  of  ha  rooaa, 
closed  the  doer  noisdessly  and  bolted  it 

For  a  moment  she  stood  motionless,  her  heart  beating 
violently.  Had  he  been  seen?  Or  had  the  qpoa  don 
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entted  an  tiannf  Bel«uing  bia  hand  gently,  she  found 
lur  my  aoftly  to  »  ttand,  Ugfated  a  tiny  night-taper, 
nd  thmr  a  diawl  abont  Iwr.  Thronfl^  iia  gronndigiai 
the  light  caft  a  wan  gUnuMr  which  riMnred  the  iha^tewy 

outlines  of  the  room,  its  white  rumpled  bed,  iti  aeat- 
tered  belongings  eloquent  of  a  woman's  ownership,  and 
the  pallid  countenance  of  the  sleeping  man.  He  had 
stopped  still ;  a  troubled  frown  was  on  his  lacOf  and  hi* 
head  was  bent  as  if  listening. 

A  niddaii  oooforion  tingled  throngh  her  veins,  a  senie 
«f  vmMj  timm  th«t  ate  eoold  b«  ISben  beakto  hSm 
m  diAabUU,  opposing  the  sweet  reminder  of  ifidr  ical 
relationship— was  he  nol  in  faet  her  ]iiiriMiKlB-4]itt  hij 
ever  beneath  her  thought  to  justify  and  explain.  He 
must  wake  before  he  left  that  room.  What  would  he 
think?  She  flushed  scarlet  in  the  semi-darkness;  she 
could  not  tell  him — that!  Not  there  and  then!  The 
blood  forsook  her  heart  as  footsteps  sounded  outside  the 
dam.  They  paused,  passed  on,  zehuned  and  died  away. 

Snddady,  in  the  teue  rilmce  of  the  Nom,  the  mai^ 
c&xdt  atnidlc  %  9sx^  fthfawej  l&e  the  vibratim  of  a 
far-off  church  bdl.  Tbe  tone  was  not  loud — ^indeed  tiie 
low  roll  of  the  thunder  had  been  well-nigh  as  loud— bnt 
there  was  in  the  intrasive  metallic  cadence  a  peculiar 
suggestion  to  the  dormant  mind.  As  the  sound  of  the 
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church  bell  in  the  town  had  done  so  often,  it  penetrated 
the  crust  of  sitep ;  it  touched  the  inner  ear  of  the  con- 
scious intelligence  that  stirred  bo  painfully,  throbbing 
keenly  to  aighta  and  sounds  and  odors  that  to  the  wake- 
ful mind  only  s  dondy  impreaikm  eddying  to  atnwi 
«nftnriH«ro«rt«r.  B«nyitarted,»alniddirzintiiroa^ 
his  fnoM^  h»  «n|ti  hia  Iwai  wol  to  hk  Ioto» 
head. 

In  the  inatant  of  shocked  awakening,  Jeasin  was  at 

his  side  in  an  agony  of  apprehension,  her  arm  thrown 

about  him,  her  hand  pressed  across  hia  lips,  her  own 

lips  at  his  ear  in  an  agonized  warning: 
"Hush,  do  not  speak !  It  is  I,  Jessica.  Make  no  noise.'* 
She  felt  heat  wrirt  wof^  in  a  grasp  that  made  her 

vinc&  :ffif  iriMb  boc^  WM  ||«BMig  irfides^.  "Jet. 

octrheaaMinftpifaifolljrtKileiili^ivyqper.  Toaf 

Where  am  I  P» 

"This  ia  my  room,**  she  breathed.  *Tou  have  been 
walking  in  yovr  aleep.  Make  no  aoond.  We  shall  be 

heard." 

A  low  exclamation  broke  from  his  lips.  He  looked 
bewilderedly  about  him,  his  eyes  returning  to  her  face 
with  a  hcorijBed  resliatioB.  **I  .  .  .  came  here  .  .  . 
to  yonr  zeoiiiP  TIm  fsiee  irai  aeneeely  rad^ 

H  ma  I  who  tomgbt  yon  here.  You  weif  is  ^ 
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hall— yon  voold  htm  imm.  InoML  Tht  homm  k 

He  turned  abruptly  to  the  door,  but  she  caught  his 
arm.  "What  are  you  going  to  do  ?  You  will  be  seen !" 

**8o  much  the  better;  it  will  be  at  my  proper  measure 
— «i  a  iMrewkr,  a  lumariunNdcnr,  a  dirtnrber  of  lM»eet 

**TSo,  noV*  dM  protefted  in  a  panie.  aball  not; 
I  will  not  have  you  taken  for  what  you  are  not!  I  know 

— ^but  they  would  not  know !  No  one  mi»t  ne  you  ietiB 
this  room !  Do  you  not  think  of  me  ?" 

He  caught  his  breath  hard.  "Think  of  you  \"  he  re- 
peated huskily.  "Is  there  ever  an  hour  when  I  do  not 
think  of  yott?  Ii  there  a  day  when  I  would  not  die  to 
iem  yoaf  Tel  in  my  very  sleep—" 

Be  panted,  Idling  at  ker  wime  die  stood  ia  ^  half- 
hf^if  a  misty;  uncertain  figure.  1^  was  eariously 
kappy.  The  delicious  and  pangless  sense  of  guilt,  how* 
ever — the  guilt  of  the  hidden,  not  the  blameworthy 
thing — that  was  tingling  through  her  was  far  him  a 
shrinking  and  acute  self-reproach. 

"Here !"  he  said  under  his  breath.  "To  have  brought 
myself  here,  of  all  places,  for  you  of  all  women  to  risk 
jwiiself  lor  met  I  csiy  know  tiiat  I  wm  miFt^Tfi^  fnr 
y^t  and  yrars  in  a  diadowy  des^  seardiicg  ici  some* 
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thing  that  would  not  bo  found — and  then,  suddenly  I 
uas  here  and  you  were  apeak ing  to  tne !  You  should  have 
left  ne  to  be  inggiA  away  viM»e  I  easM  trouble  no 
one  afpUo.** 

I— I  can  mvet itae^mmgmiL  Bov en IhMktoT* 

For  answer  sho  nMfed  to  tt^  window,  dwte  UkI 
wraith-like.  He  followed  silcp.tlv.  A  million  yague  new 
impressions  were  clutching  at  lum ;  tho  fragrance  in  the 
loom  was  like  a  hypnotic  incense  veiUn§  ahadmry  forms. 
Liii    started  from  the  blank' 

And  I  awiur,  M I  tbooght  w . .  •  thai^  la  tbtt  tanR 
A«(  hvw.  aflMr    .  «M  tMBf>  iv«»  MM, 

That  I  smelt  the  amell  of  that  jasmin-flowar 
Which  she  used  to  wear  in  her  breast! 

As  she  parted  the  curtain,  a  second  of  bright  lightning 
n  voaled  the  landscape,  the  dark  hedges  and  clustered 
treos.  It  blackened,  and  she  drew  him  back  with  a 
hushed  word,  pointing  where  a  lantern  was  flashing 
through  tlie  idirubbery. 

'Ik  hminitglimam^**  A»MiA.  He  wiB  be  gone  piaa- 

IxMddii^^  ]iar»  iiAtia  d»  iteod  ^  dim  Iq^t,  ImII 
turned  away,  aw  butt  against  hsr  cheek,  there  welled 
thnnii^  Mat  a  wave  of  that  hopdesa  kngiag  which  her 
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kiss  had  awakened  in  that  epoch  moment  of  the  Be7- 
erend  Henry  Sanderson.  The  dinging  white  gown,  witii 
ti»  filmy  lace  sfc  Ha  thzoat,  tibe  ti^tor'a  f aa^  flow  g^im- 
nming  to  a  nnmbna  in  her  looked  hair,  ihe  sweet  in- 
1bffi|pl>1e  aoggestikxiw  of  tl»  ro(»n-4dl  these  c^ed  to  1^ 
potootly,  throiq^  the  lii^a  that  raced  in  his  hrahs. 

But  O,  the  smell  of  that  Jasmln-flowerl 

And  O  that  masic!  and  0  the  way 
That  Tolce  mag  out  from  the  donjon  tower— 

"God  help  me!"  he  whispered,  the  pent  passion  of  his 
dreams  roshing  to  utterance.  **Why  did  I  ever  see  yow 
{tx6?  I  was  reckless  and  careless  then.  I  had  damned 
the  dec^t  (tf  mo  thai  aow  £»  9Bi^«kf  al^t  I 
irted  to  blot  yomr  f MO  fiNHn  B^f  neBKHcy.  Bi^itb 
useless.  I  shall  always  see  it." 

A  rumble  of  nearer  thunder  sounded  and  a  tentative 
dash  of  rain  struck  the  pane.  She  was  shaken  to  her 
depths.  She  stood  in  a  whirlwind  of  emotion*  She 
seemed  to  feel  his  arms  clasping  her,  his  lips  on  hers,  his 
adjuring  words  in  her  ears.  The  odor  of  the  flowers 
wreathed  them  both.  The  batting  of  her  heart  seemed 
to  fill  all  the  siknt  room. 

On  the  lawn  just  outside  the  window,  low  voices  were 
heerd  throagh  the  iwareasing  rain.  They  passed,  aoi 
after  a  moment  he  softly  unlatched  the  waidov. 
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"Good-by,"  he  said. 

She  stretched  out  het  hand.  He  touched  it,  then  drew 
the  window  wi^  As  he  stepped  nokeleBBly  down  <»  to 
the  springy  toi^  tlw  lif^iniog  fbabei  again— a  pate- 
green  giowtl»laeeBaed  dmoii  baton  tar  fae&  £Bie4icv 

back,  and  the  same  instant,  through  the  thunder,  the 
electric  bell  on  the  wall  rang  sharply.  She  threw  on  her 
dressing-gown,  thrust  her  feet  into  sUppers,  and  hastened 
from  the  room. 

The  same  flash  that  had  startled  Jessica  lighted 
brightly  the  physician  and  the  watchman,  who  stood  at 
the  comer  of  the  buildings  having  finished  tl^  tour  of 

door  and  who  had  azomed  ti»  doeiiHr,  fai^^ii^  ^at  he 
had  seen  a  man  in  the  hall.  The  other  had  podli-podied 

this,  but  now  by  the  lightning  both  saw  the  figure 
emerge  from  the  Frmch  window  and  disappear  in  tiie 

darkness. 

They  ran  back,  the  physician  ahead.  The  window  was 
not  locked,  and  they  stepped  through  it  into  an  empty 
room. 

'To  be  ssreP  said  the  doctor  iStgatlbBSfy,  *<He  was 
here  all  tiw  time — heard  us  searching  the  halls,  and 
todc  ii»  ftnt  ualo^ed  door  he  found.  Mim  BbIbii^  m 
dwM,  k  dttiag  up  with  Mr.  Stires.  Het  &  w<»d  td 
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tliis,"  he  added  as  they  walked  along  the  hall.  "Unless 
she  misses  something,  there  is  no  need  of  frightening 
ha/* 

He  baned  the  outer  door  bduncl  Ha  waidimaa  and 
wmt  on.  As  Im  reused  Band  Stoei'  roo9S|  the  door 
opraed  and  Jessica  cuc»  out  She  spoke  to  him  in  a 
low,  anxious  voice.  "I  was  coming  for  you,"  she  said. 
"I  am  afraid  he  is  not  so  well.  I  can  not  rouso  hiio. 
Will  you  come  in  and  see  what  you  can  do  ?" 

The  doct'r  jntered,  and  a  glance  at  his  patient 
alarmed  him.  Until  dawn  he  sat  with  Jessica  watching. 
IShm  ^  Mrly  sunlight  yna  flooding  the  roran,  however, 
David  Stixes  opened  his  ^yes  and  lodced  vpm  her  quite 

w taif  mr. 

'^ere  is  Hairy  SandorsmtP*  hs  adnd.  1  fbong^t 

he  was  here." 

She  looked  at  him  with  a  forced  smile.  "You  have 
been  dreaming,'*  she  answered. 

He  seemed  to  realize  where  he  was.  "I  suppose  so," 
he  said  with  a  sigh,  "but  it  was  very  real.  I  thought  he 
came  in  and  spoke  yonr  Ban^" 

1^  i^xdod  hb  luod.  ^li  wn  Umejt  dear.**  If  he 
liot  IcMv  vilo  ^d  ni^f  best  thnce  tint  i^i^l  I£  i^e 
could  (mly  idl  him  all  tiw  luippy  tmth! 

Be  a  moment.  Thenheaaid:  *^H«BBld 

220 


THE  OPEN  WINDOW 


only  have  been  Harry  you  married  instead  of  Hugh! 
For  he  loved  you,  Jessica." 

She  flushed  as  she  said :  "Ah,  that  was  fancy,  too !" 

It  was  the  first  time  since  the  day  of  her  marriage 
that  he  had  apolEeii  Hu^^'a  name. 
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LIKE  ▲  THIEF  IN  THE  KIOHT 

Svim  had  come  with  an  unleashed  wind  and  &e  eradi 

of  thunder.  The  electric  storm,  which  had  muttered  and 
menaced  like  a  Sabbath  of  witches  till  daylight,  had 
broken  at  length  and  turned  the  world  to  a  raving  tur- 
moil, pitilessly  scarring  the  mountain  and  deluging  lie 
gulches  with  cloud-burst. 

In  the  cabin  (m  fbB  hiMde  Hany  had  watdied  the 
nge  itf  &e  t^mmit  witti  m  Ml  maam  ^  aoRffd;  it 
tyin&d  ^  wild  fsage  of  fedaig  is  iri^  his  soul  had 
been  harried.  Battle  had  been  the  keys<^  of  a  series  d 
days  and  doings  of  wlaA.  the  tense  awakening  in  Jes- 
sica's chamber,  with  its  supreme  moment  of  pwsioB  and 
longing,  had  been  a  weird  culmination. 

As  he  made  his  way  down  the  mountain  iL  the  blank 
md  heavy  dark,  correcting  his  path  by  the  lightning,  he 
had  faced  squarely  the  questbn  that  in  that  dim  Toem 
had  heoome  an  imminent  dnuaid* 

H^ktd  if  I  low  her!  Whai  ri|^t  have  I  to  km  her, 
iriih  ft  «»^iad  Maw  like  auaef  fitir  tiM  Tiiffiiiimiiif, 

m 


LIKB  A  TSnSt  m  TBS  NIGHT 


mm 


a  measure  of  wealth,  no  doubt,  and  I  am  poor  as  pov- 
erty, dependent  on  the  day's  grubbing  in  the  ditch  for 
to-morrow's  bacon  and  flour.  Yet  that  would  not  stand 
in  the  wsjr !  I  am  no  venal  rogue,  angling  for  ^  hvm 
and  fishes.  Whatever  else  the  caned  me  witib,  Katen 
gaw  me  a  brain,  and  et^ne  md  ea^wrieace  Iisre  ete* 
cated  it  With  hand  or  brain  I  can  hew  my  own  a&^to 
stand  in !  Must  I  put  away  the  longing  that  drove  me 
to  licr  in  sleep,  with  her  dawning  love  that  shielded  me  ? 
And  if,  knowing  all,  she  love  me,  must  the  past,  that  is 
so  unreal  to  me,  block  my  way  to  happiness?  I  am 
putting  it  deep  underground,  and  its  ghost  shall  not 
rise!  Time  passes,  reputatioms  change.  Mine  will 
change;  And  wben  I  have  aqpaitft  aqr  livii^  hm^  the 
vatU  tt  wide.  Wok  does  U  matter  who  sltt  ia^  If  die 
is  the  one  woman  for  me?  What  ^>eB  it  mattor  id»t  I 
have  been,  if  I  shall  be  that  no  longer?** 

So  he  had  argued,  but  his  argument  ended  always  with 
tlie  same  stern  and  unanswerable  conclusion:  "To  drag 
lior  down  in  order  to  lift  myself !  Because  she  pities  me 
— pity  is  akin  to  love! — shall  I  take  advantage  of  her 
interest  and  imuicaMie?  SSiaH  I  play  npcm  divine  com- 
fHttslcm  liektox  ywyinqui^,  Wm  miy  mum  aimi* 
torer  who  invdf^  a  rtmumtle  |^  into  matyiam  ft 
rascal  to  xdoim  Mb 
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In  the  cabin,  throng  the  hmg  hours  till  the  dawn 
began  to  infiltrate  the  daric  hollows  of  the  wood  he  had 
lain  wicte-c^ed,  thinking.  Whoi  day  came  he  had  cooked 
hia  bieal^art  an^  themfter  aat  watdiing  tiie  havoc  d 
the  storm  through  the  window.  Honrg  paased  tfaas  be* 
fore  the  fury  of  the  wind  had  spent  itself,  and  with  the 
diminution  of  the  rain,  a  crouching  mist  had  crept  over 
the  range  from  the  west,  from  which  Smoky  Mountain 
jutted  like  a  drenched  emerald  island.  At  length  he 
rose,  threw  open  the  door  ajid  stood  looking  out  upon 
tl»  wind-whipped  foliage  and  the  drab  desolatira  of  the 
f ^.  Thra  he  threw  on  hia  Mat^hoaw  coat,  picked  up 
ya  go]d>pan  and  diiiM  down  the  alope.  Benea^  aB 
other  problems  must  lie  the  sordid  problem  of  his  daily 
food.  He  had  uncovered  a  crevice  in  the  bed-rock  at  the 
end  of  his  trench  the  day  before,  and  now  he  scraped 
a  pailful  of  the  soggy  gravel  it  contained  and  carried  it 
back  to  the  cabin.  A  fresh  onslaught  of  rain  came  just 
then,  and  setting  the  heaped-up  pan  on  the  doorstep, 
he  re&itered  the  room. 

a  he  took  off  Mi  cbmp  coot  ai^  threw  a 
log  on  the  fire.  He  abstractedly  watched  it  kindle,  then 
filled  and  lit  his  pipe  and  troned  to  the  book-shelf.  He 
ran  his  hand  abs^y  along  the  tow.  Where  had  been 
that  wide,  dim  expanse  of  library  walls  that  hovered 
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like  a  mirage  bigpaid  hk  vimud  rig^F  Bt        •  fol» 

ume  he  had  been  reading,  and  turned  iiie  pagn. 

All  at  once  his  hand  clenched.  He  gave  a  choked  crj. 
He  was  staring  at  a  canceled  bank-draft  bearing  his  own 
name — a  draft  across  whose  face  was  written,  in  the 
cramped  hand  resembling  the  signature,  a  word  that 
seemed  etched  m  livid  characters  of  shame — Forgery! 

'T«7  to  Hu  Stiies"~'%e  lom  of  five  thoosaad 
dollan^— iw  Mtd  tiw  pinaiei  is  a  home,  husky  bmhw- 
tone,  ev&ej  vda  heating  ieKdjr,  hie  hody  hoi  with  tin 
heat  of  a  forge.  There  it  was,  a  hideong  chapter  of  it, 
the  damnable  truth  from  which  he  had  shnmk !  "I  may 
bo  a  thief !" — he  had  said  that  to  himself  long  ago.  His 
mind  had  revolted  at  the  idea,  yet  the  thought  had 
clung.  It  had  made  him  a  coward.  When  the  allegation 
had  passed  before  the  jeweler's  shop,  it  had  stung  the 
deeper  tm  his  dxetd.  He  had  been  the  hen^daiy  of 
thatf<»8«y.  Be  thaw  emM  lam  pwpetimtod  ft.  1%» 
popular  sospidcm  was  well  grounded :  he  was  a  canmon 
criminal ! 

Did  the  town  know?  He  snatched  at  the  draft  and 
read  the  date.  More  than  a  year  ago,  and  it  had  been 
presented  for  payment  in  a  distant  city,  the  city  near 
which  he  had  been  picked  up  beside  the  railroad  track. 
The  forged  name  was  the  same  as  bis  own.  Who  was 
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David  Stires?  His  father?  Had  that  city  been  his 
home  once,  and  that  infamous  act  the  forerunner  of  his 
flight  or  exile?  He  looked  at  the  paper  again  with  pain- 
f ul  inteutness.  It  was  canceled — ^therefore  had  been  paid 
without  question.  Tet  the  man  it  had  robbed  bad 
rtunped  it  fiirt  vau»BOi»  haU-nmic  CImiAj  ^ 
Isv  had  aot  tlteppeiL  in— lor  hen  he  was  at  Ifibofy,  owih 
ing  hk  name.  He  had  hem.  kt  go,  then,  diaofvsec^  io 
carry  his  badge  of  crime  here  into  the  wilderness  I  And 
how  had  he  lived  since  then?  Harry  shuddered. 

What  now?  It  was  no  longer  a  question  only  of  his 
life  and  repute  here  at  Smoky  Mountain.  The  trail  led 
infinitely  further;  it  led  to  the  greater  world,  into  which 
he  had  fondly  dreamed  of  going.  The  words  Jessica  had 
spoteKni  tiie  hiUskte  tooled  ia  his 

That  assurance  had  swept  the  past  utterly  aside,  had 
leaned  oaiy  <m,  Ha  j^meat.  Bk  ftem^  at  lo^  wai 

dean! 

He  drew  a  sudden  breath  and  the  color  faded  from  his 
cheek ;  a  balef  \il  suggestion  had  insinuated  itself  witii  a 
harrowing  pain.  Was  it  clean?  He  had  forced  an  en- 
trance in  the  dead  of  night  to  tread  dark  halls  like  a 
titidE— and  he  had  laid  that  flatt^rii^  iineti<m  to  his 
w^I  Siip|Kwe  he  had  Bot  gone  these  luioeai^  <^  pu^ 

999 


UKM  %  TBJWf  m  TBI  ITIOBT 


poffif  What  if,  not  alone  the  memiaj,  but  the  logts  mi 
vim  ol  the  focmer  ami  ynen  xeuwrting  thanNtres  in 
sleep?  Whi^  if  tiie  aev  Hn^^  Slirab  xsstamm  to  ^ 
waking  oooaeionaiea^  was  carrying  m  the  deedi  oi  the 
old?  What  if  the  town  waa  right?  Whit  II  Hm*  wm, 
indeed,  good  reason  for  suspecting  him? 

He  stumbled  to  a  chair  and  sat  down,  his  frame  rigid. 
He  thought  of  the  robbed  sluice  in  the  gulch  below,  of 
his  own  unhappy  adventure  of  the  night.  How  could  he 
tell  what  he  had  done — ^what  he  might  do?  Minutes 
went  if  w  he  aat  maSmillim,  his  mind  catching  itttnga 
kaleidoecopie  pietnrea  that  fied  past  him  &^  ^  vdd. 
At  lengtii  ho  roie  ai^  msA  to  the  wkuSm.  Bur  jknim 
the  hillside,  a  faint  line  through  the  mirt  qpaaaed 
gulch  bottom.  A  groan  burst  from  his  lips: 

"That  is  the  hydraulic  flume,"  he  said  aloud.  "Gold 
lias  been  stolen  there  in  the  past,  again  and  again.  Some 
was  stolen  two  nights  ago.  How  do  I  know  but  that  I 
am  ih9  thief  f"  Was  that  what  Prendergaat  had  meant 
hj  ib»  "emer  wtef*f  A  dtircr  xan  over  him.  "Vmio 
I  knowP  he  thofo^  ^  can  see  mysdf-^the  evil  side 
of  mfr-^idMa  ^  haA  ftXbm,  tndihaf  and  ietfvt 
...  I  see  myself  creeping  down  there,  stealing  from 
shadow  to  shadow,  to  scoop  the  gold  from  the  ri£9ea 
when  the  moon  ii  under  a  cloud.  I  lee  men  aittii^  from 
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dttdc  to  iqrl%bt,  vi^  loi^  riflei  aerow  tbdr  lawn, 
vitdiiiif.  I  iM  A  flttrii  of  fln  .  .  .  I  Ymr  &  npol 
I  Me  niTtdf  there  by  the  ■Ittke4)osef,  detA,  diot  dom 
in  the  act  of  a  HM,  tuMag  foodi  tiw  maw  wm  kam 

me  by!" 

The  figure  of  Jessica  came  before  him,  standing  in 
her  soft  white  gown,  her  hand  against  her  cheek  and  the 
jasmin  odor^  about  her.  The  dream  he  had  dreamed 
eonld  not  be-~iiever,  iwTor,  never!  All  that  wm  Idt  wu 
MRendor,  ignominioin  fl^^  to  eeenit  bmn  of 
geetkm. 

To  a  i^iaee  irliere  lie  eovdcl  work  and  sate  and  nfqrt 

He  looked  at  the  slip  of  bank-paper  in  his  hand. 

At  that  instant  a  shining  point  caught  his  eye.  It 
came  from  the  pan  of  gravel  on  the  doorstep  on  which 
the  rain  had  been  beating.  He  thrust  t^p  draft  into  his 
pocket  and  seized  a  double  handful  oi  liie  gravel.  He 
plunged  it  into  a  paO  of  water  and  held  it  to  the  lif^i 
It  qterided  witii  eoarae,  yellow  fidBn  <A  gM.  He 
dropped  the  handful  witii  a  diarp  ezdamaticm,  threw  on 
his  coat  and  m^ed  from  the  cabin. 

All  day,  alone  on  the  fog-soaked  hillidd^  Harry  toiled 
in  the  bench  without  food  or  reat 
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nrao  TBM  waxam  immn 

It  was  a  fair,  sweet  evening,  and  the  room  where 
Jessica  sat  beside  David  Stires'  bed,  reading  aloud  to 
him,  was  flooded  with  the  failing  sunlight  The  height 
was  stffl  ii  bri|^«Mw»  Imk  ^  goldias  Mmr  «tie  iFiB»- 
red  and  on  their  rims  the  spnices  stood  shadoW'^tnugfat 
against  the  goldm  Umj  9i  tbe  tm&tm  §kj,  ISbm  fbe 
old  man's  seizure  in  the  n^t  Iw  Imd  been  nm^  mam 
and  she  had  scarcely  left  his  room.  To-day,  however,  he 
had  sat  propped  by  pillows,  able  to  read  and  chat,  and  the 
deep  personal  anxiety  that  had  numbed  her  had  yielded. 
She  was  reading  now  from  a  life  of  that  poetess  whose 
grave  has  made  a  lonely  Colorado  mountain  a  place  of 
pilgrimage.  Ste  letd  ia  t  hm  vdce,  holding  the  page 
to  the  dimming  light  ; 

"The  spot  she  chose  was  a  b  iro  knoll,  facing  out  across 
the  curved  chasm,  tbe  wide  empty  golf  <a  three  sides,  a  ptot 
bottoded  by  a  knot  of  noble  trees  that  whispered  softly  to- 
gether. Here  above  the  sky  was  beautifully  blue,  the 
searchln-^  fa  1  wind  that  numbed  the  flngers  in  the  draw  of 
the  gorge  vas  f(ma^aa4  the  warm  smAlae  was  asellov  aad 

239 


SATAN  mmmms 


facts  of  God  that  He  teachea  best  to  thtise  who  love  Hte 
Matun.  ▲  ^»ot  la  wbich  to  be  laU  at  lut  for  th«  loof 
rtm  n%M  ■iilil  liM  I  mM  wort  !■  flnm" 


"Tliat  ip  beautiful/'  he  said.  "T  should  chonse  a  spot 
like  that."  He  pointed  down  the  long  iofx ,  where  a  red 
beam  of  the  sun  touched  the  gray  face  of  the  Knob  tmi 
turned  it  to  a  spot  of  crim^^un-Uke.  '^Mt  awl  be  Mdi 
a  plaee.* 


Bt  Ml  viii  to  11*  ia  ^  iuMnnqr  eonetefy  tii^ 
kMdeei  ^ma  m  the  vbite  house  in  the  aspens,  \hc  thr 

atei  of  his  pon's  downfall  I  TIk  Knob,  she  thought  i% 
♦  tiirill,  owrlookf  a  the  place  of  Hugh's  regeneratir 

A  knock  came  at  the  door.  It  was  a  nvjie  with  letters 
for  him  from  the  mail,  and  while  he  opened  tuem  Je*- 
sica  laiJ  aside  thi  book  and  went  slowly  dowm  fe&  hall  -  * 
fb»  swi-parl(»r,  whoe  the  doctor  itodl  HkB  iMi 
gitlwifl  irtbv  A»  etrlj  ms§v,  dijiUlii  «tiil»  aHNii 
nSQMK  OB  ne  nsaBUBi* 

^tM  ht  fanMus  if  we  beef  0%"  L  «ts  8iiii|g  « 
die  lookW)  out  of  the  widte  w  jdows  the  htm 

where  the  sunlight  drifted  dowr  -a  to  JlM^ 
to  stake  out  a  claim  my^' 
*'We  Jj9^  jovi  better,"  said  one  of 


UflNI 


grimlv 

-tidied 


'•An>-way,  the  whole  of  Si;  ky  Mountain  wu 
xe  e.\  itement  a  ^mt  ago.  Tbexe's  no  doubt 
'uout  I  ttuppoae?^ 

*m  m  rMAikm  at  ftt  hm^"  the  Mor  nplMcL 

doUan^Mdkt^  k  •  eitfkt  in 
•  C^iiilHMiioai^r 
**  gnmtad  ti»  ate.  *It 


t^glaei^i^w 
"ish  it  iM»  ^ 

wouli  help 
Th=  ma 
V  here 

^igh  le  ha  .  si;*r« 
did,  pfi 


myl^!  here." 


laughed  and  nodde(  ^  Jenica 
ks  r   deoed  by  the  crimsoning 
iisteii    to  the  chatter,  or,  if  she 
little  heed.  All  het  ihougbts  were  with  the 
mL  Wftti^iiig  the  ImntDow  porple  shadows 
gie  vm  the  faaubetpe^  dw  lunpd  id  nm  down 

te  ^        to  iH        iht  Wt  inl^^iiHi  m  Vtm, 
by  very  excess  (tf  ]PMrsii^  to  tw''        to  htt 
H      She  had  a  keen  sense  of  the  oomptk  m-imwBtik 
jid  Soged,  as  love  must,  to  riimiiii 
The  U  .  went  on  about  her. 
"Wiere  is  the  lucky  claim?"  some  one  asked. 
"S\aA  below  this  ridge/'  the  doctor  replied.  "It  is 
callei  ^  *im»  FajfBMter/  ** 

lilt  was  Am  maw  m  iho  \m  on  Hv^li  daiat  M 
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She  turned  and  ran  quickly  up  the  long  hall  to  his  open 
door. 

The  sight  of  his  face  at  fint  ftartled  her,  for  it  wat 
held  captive  of  omiticm;  but  it  mm  an  tmo^m  of  joy, 
wA  of  pain.  A  letter  flnttraed  in  hia  gra^  He  llimst 
itmtohflrluB^ 

"Jessica !"  he  exclaimed.  "Hugh  has  paid  it!  He  haa 
sent  the  five  thousand  dollars,  interrat  and  principal,  to 
the  bank,  to  my  account." 

For  a  moment  she  stood  transfixed.  The  talk  she  had 
mechanically  heard  leaped  into  significance,  and  her 
mind  ran  back  to  the  hour  when  she  had  Mt  the  draft 
at  Has  cabin.  She  can^t  tlw  old  man's  hand  and  kn^ 
by  hia  diair,  lai^^iiag  and  oyii^  at  (»toe. 

knew-Hiby  I  Imev  P  ibe  mti,  hid  hmt  Um  im 
the  coverlet. 

''It  is  what  I  have  prayed  for,"  he  said,  after  a  mo- 
ment, in  a  shaking  voice.  "I  said  I  hoped  I  would  never 
see  his  face  again,  but  I  was  bitter  then.  He  was  my 
only  son,  after  all,  and  he  is  your  husband.  I  have 
thou^t  it  all  over  lying  here." 

Jowica  lifted  her  eyes,  shining  with  a  great  tiiankfiil> 
aaaa.  During  theae      tew  ffafa  ^  Impolae  to  ti^ 
&at  1^  fatd  etHMiealed  lu^  beea  alsMrt  irzen^l^;  Bov 
^  bttziar  bad  fidleii.  The  secret  tib»  had  repnaaed  » 
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long  came  forth  in  a  rush  of  sciences  that  left  him 
mute  and  amazed. 

*1  AmM  have  told  you  before,"  she  ended,  "but  I 
didn't  ]moir----Iwan*tiiir»--*'  j^bndK&nrafor  veiy 
joy. 

Be  looked  at  her  with  eyet  timiatiiraSf  te^^ 
me  everything,  Jen^P  Im  mM.  ''Emy&iog  itmt  iS» 

beginning!" 

She  drew  the  shade  wider  before  the  open  window, 
where  he  could  look  down  across  the  two  miles  of  dark- 
ening foliage  to  the  far  huddle  of  the  town — a  group  of 
toy  homes  noir  hazily  indistinct— and,  seated  beside  him, 
his  hand  in  lien,  poozed  md  the  whole.  SSie  had  never 
framed  it  into  wofii;  die  hni.  pcmdeied  each  ia^ent 
tewttSjf  w^ottf  as  it  vei%  ffm  ita  oaiiteit.  Soify  irii&i 
the  loss  of  memoiy  and  the  pitiful  struggle  d  recdleo- 
tion  as  a  background,  the  narrative  painted  itsdf  m 
vivid  colors  to  whose  pathos  and  meaning  her  every  in- 
stinct was  alive.  Her  first  view  of  Hugh,  the  street  fight 
and  the  revelation  of  the  violin — the  part  she  and  Pren- 
dergast  had  taken — ^the  rescue  of  the  child — the  leaving 
of  the  diaft  in  Hbe  cabin,  and  tlie  strange  sleep-walking 
Hiii  ted  so  mifij  femd  a  dHhiwa  aB£^i^p'*'*iAv  tdd 
^  did  Mt  iMlise^it  ^  wtt  temi^^^  iegl&B 
net  own  Mart  wnwxn  reserve,  ix  tna  <fflut«M  w  ttu  ox 
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his  evil  reputation  and  the  neighborhood's  hatred,  who 
eonld  blame?  She  was  a  woman,  and  she  loved  them 
botb. 

Bosk  crate  before  Oie  moving  zedtal  was  finisbed. 
m  n»e  of  sQBsefc  grew  ever  &e  ti^j»ei  wesl^  faded, 

and  the  gloom  deepened  to  darknen^  pridced  by  stars. 
The  old  man  from  the  first  had  scarcely  spoken.  When 
she  ended  she  could  hardly  see  his  face,  and  waited  anx- 
iously to  hear  what  he  mij^t  say.  Presently  he  broke  the 
silence. 

**He  was  young  and  irresponsible,  Jessica,"  he  said. 
**Moiiey  always  eame  so  easily.  He  didn't  realize  what 
be  WW  do^tte  lie  signed  tb«fc&i^  Hebta  boaid 
ftkManoatxtttfaews^  Itwtm'tbiirtbiseazeeriBibe 
end,  for  no  one  bsl  yoa  and  I  aid  one  otber  kaom  ii 
Thank  God !  If  his  memory  comes  back — *' 

"Oh,  it  will r  she  breathed.  "It  must!  That  day  on 
the  Knob  he  only  needed  the  clue  I  When  I  tell  him  who 
I  am,  he  will  know  me.  He  will  remember  it  all.  I  am 
sure— sure!  Will  you  let  me  bring  him  to  you?"  she 
added  M^hr. 

Tea/*  be  at^  ptesring  ha  haaA,  **to-mosmm.  I 
iban  bei^m^tor  in  ^  mamb^.*' 
9ie  KNe  lad  Hybled  'Ibt  Uusif,  ikMsShug  fil  fnu  bb 
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"Do  you  remember  the  will,  Jessica?*  he  asked  her 
presently.  'The  will  I  drew  the  day  he  came  back  ?  You 
never  knew,  bttt  I  signed  it-4he  ni^t  of  your  wedding. 
Hnxy  SiBdemn  vas  rig^t,  my  tear,  wwa^i  be? 

widi  aov  I  hnaa^  ligiied  it»  Jea^*>  h6  aMJ 
1.  mad  Mt  it  lii^I  must  set  it  ng^tr  He  watdwd 
her  with  a  smile  on  his  face.  "I  will  rest  now,"  he  ssic^ 
and  she  adjusted  the  pillows  and  turned  the  lamp  low. 

Crossing  the  room,  she  stepped  through  the  long  win- 
dow on  to  the  porch,  and  stood  leaning  on  the  railing. 
From  ihe  dark  hedges  where  the  brown  birds  built  came 
a  drowsy  twitter  as  from  a  nest  of  dreams.  A  long  time 

irteed  tiMR^  ft  tiwoiKHt  tiioiii^ts  busy  in  Iwr 
of  e£  &e  hefiwiiiiiig  t^txen.  Sbe  Ibm^t  of  Hib 
day  Aft  hiA  flnrtniiyed  tibe  modd  tti^  hsit  fingns  longed 
to  lemcdd,  now  that  the  Prodigal  was  indeed  returned. 
The  V:  irds  of  the  biblical  narrative  flashed  through  her 
mind:  And  he  arose  and  came  to  his  father.  But  when 
he  was  yet  a  great  way  off,  his  father  saw  him,  and  had 
compassion,and  ran,a/nd  fell  on  his  neckband  kissed  him. 
So  Hugh's  father  would  meet  him  now!  The  dewed 
odras  of  tto  jtmda,  bioi^^  &»  memory  of  tiu^  itwmy 
ni^t  when  he  had  eome  to  her  in  his  skep.  She  imig- 

"Ckxid^  in  liie  KRBid  «f  tite  xak. 
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She  thought  it  a  memory,  but  the  word  that  flashed 
into  her  mind  was  carried  to  her  from  the  shadow, 
wbese  mma.  ftood  is  tfae  AniAmj  widdung  her  dim 
flgsre  Old  Imt  laoe  wi^  «^  besatiM  ia  flw  lic^  fitin 
a  aua^by  windoir,  niii  a  fmnrntto  kmgmg  and  to- 

Harry  was  seeing  her,  he  told  himself,  for  the  last 
time.  He  had  made  up  his  mind  to  this  on  that  stormy 
morning  when  he  had  found  the  lucky  crevice.  For  days 
he  had  labored,  spurred  by  a  fierce  haste  to  make  re- 
quital. Till  the  last  ounce  of  the  rich  "pocket"  had  been 
wttshed,  and  the  whole  tatei  to  the  bank  ia  tiie  ioim, 
no  one  had  knovn  ^  find.  It  ^  repaid  the  foxgeiy 
9oA  left  him  a  bntdfol  of  d(dltn  oiw— •esoQi^  to  lidw 
hm  l»  sinqr  £rQm  the  <H3ify  tUq;  tint  aude  life  «^ 
the  effort.  He  had  climbed  to  the  ridge  on  the  bare 
chance  of  seeing  Jessica — not  of  speaking  to  her.  Watch- 
ing  her,  it  required  all  his  repression  not  to  jrield  to  the 
reckless  desire  that  prompted  him  to  go  to  her,  look  into 
her  eyes,  and  tell  her  he  loved  her.  He  made  a  step  for- 
ward, but  stopped  tsbffft,  a»  she  tamed  and  vanidnd 
thztrai^  ti»  window. 

Innncm  had  cam  to  Jewiea— ira  impres^m  oi  hlaide* 
am  asd  diffl  that  aiected  her  itnu^diy.  luldft  tiift 
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room  she  stood  still,  frigfatened  at  the  Budden  fntft  of 
utter  soundlessness. 

She  caught  up  the  lamp,  and,  turning  the  wick,  ap- 
proad^  tiie  bed.  She  put  out  her  hand  and  touched 
the  wasted  (me  on  tt»  eoreri^  Tbm  a  sobbing  cry  came 
fnm  bep  I^Mk 

David  Stirw  vAs  gam.  A'  enmning  ^  bad  gcddeoed 

his  bitterness  at  the  last  moment,  and  he  had  gtme  away 
with  his  son's  face  i&  bia  heart  «ad  tiw  smile  OE 
come  on  his  lipa. 


iUFm  xxyni 
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Bsak  vfas  falling  htm  and  cmA,  §k  hott  wu  in  tin 
air,  touching  the  fall  f ologe  on  the  hills  to  crimson  and 
amber,  silvering  the  long  curving  road  that  skirted  the 
river  bluff,  and  etching  delicate  hoar  tracery  on  the 
spidery  framework  of  the  long  black  railroad  bridge  that 
hung  above  "the  hole."  The  warning  light  from  a  sig- 
nal^posl  Haeew  a  criniMni  s^lMh  <hi  tiie  ground.  lis 
pmL  lime  east  a  pdkr  (m  a  benited  faee  tenwd  out 
(xme  tiie  ^oomy  wator. 

The  man  who  M  fanted  there  had  come  from  fv, 
and  his  posture  betok^ed  weariness,  but  his  features 
were  sharp  and  eager.  He  tamed  and  paced  back  al»g 
the  track  to  the  signal-post. 

"It  was  here,"  he  said  aloud.  He  stood  a  moment,  his 
hands  clenched.  "The  new  life  began  here.  Here,  then, 
it  tiribne  0»  old  life  ended.**  From  where  he  stood  he 
eouM  see  Mosioming  the  ydlow  lig^is  of  the  little  city, 
five  miles  amy.  He  set  his  shoald^  wUftled  to  the 
small  dog  that  imt&  mm^,u&mik^  tim^i^:fm 
down  the  xoi^ 
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What  had  brought  him  there?  He  scarcely  could  have 
told.  Partly,  perhaps,  a  painful  curiosity,  a  flagellant 
longing  to  prew  the  iron  that  had  seared  him  to  h 
So»  after  afortnii^  of  dzifting;  fhe  dark  maelst  ix.  / 
h»  i&OQg^  Ittd  iwept  Un  to  iti  dead  eeiiier.  llikwai 
the  spot  that  held  the  key  to  Hie  aeeret  wliote  ahame  had 
sent  him  hither  by  night,  like  a  wfMiiag  tiie 

liaunts  that  can  know  him  no  more.  He  came  at  length 
to  a  fork  in  the  road ;  he  mechanically  took  the  right, 
and  it  led  him  soon  to  a  paved  road  and  to  more  dieerful 
thoronghfares. 

Oaw  in  tl»  streets,  a  bar  to  curious  glances,  he 
iBmed  «p  ya  eeafc  Old  aettied  tiie  brim  of  his  felt 
hat  more  doaely  over  his  ^yes.  He  halted  once  hef(»e  a 
shadowed  iw»  wm  •  hateA  iMm  aei  ia  &  i^er 
panel— the  badge  of  a  gamUh^^4ei»e.  Aa  he  Ittd 
walked,  baffling  hints  of  pictures,  unfilled  outlines  like 
a  painter's  studies  had  been  flitting  before  him,  as  f aoea 
flit  noiselessly  across  the  opaque  ground  of  a  camera- 
obscura.  Now,  down  the  steps  from  that  barred  door,  a 
fihny,  faded,  ClMsterfieldian  figure  seemed  to  be  coming 
totrard  Mst  vi&  <mtefoel&ed  head— tme  of  the  ghosts 
of  his  world  of  Aa&am. 

HeviM 

60%  eaae  to  iiie  gate  of  a  Gothic  di^,  sel  well  bade 
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from  the  street.  Its  great  rose-window  was  alight,  for 
<a  tiiia  erening  was  to  1m  hdd  a  memorial  service  for 
fb»  am  whxm  laoBiy  lud  built  the  pile»  who  had 
died  a  f mrtnif^  beft»e  ia  a  distant  aanalnram.  A  bur* 
Dished  brass  plate  was  set  bende  tiw  gi^  b«ali^  tt» 
legend:  "St.  James  Chapel.  Beverend  Henry  Sander- 
son, Rector."  The  gaze  with  which  the  man's  eye  traced 
the  words  was  as  mechanical  as  the  movement  with 
which  his  hand,  in  his  pocket,  closed  on  the  little  gold 
cross;  for  organ  practice  was  beginning,  and  the  air, 
tinobbing  to  it,  was  peopled  tritii  confused  images— bnt 
IM  realixation  of  ihe  past  emerged. 

He  texaed  «t  the  loin^  of  irlwdi^  mi  ti»  blnr 
shocked  iiidf  apnt  io  rereal  »  k^dlj  ima  that  kdnd 
at  him  for  an  instant  framed  in  the  window  of  a  passing 
carriage.  With  the  look  a  specter  plucked  at  the  flesh  of 
the  wayfarer  with  intangible  fingms.  He  shrank  cloear 
against  the  palings. 

Inside  the  carriage  Bishop  Ludlow  settled  back  with 
»  **Only  a  face  on  tiw  pavement,"  he  said  to  his 
wih,  <*lnit  it  zeminded      atauhow  of  Hany  Saad»- 

"How  abange  it  iff"  ahe  aaid--^  Uab^  M  oo 
•acrets  from  his  wife — ^"never  a  word  9t  %  aiga,  lad 
•voTibing  in  Ua  study  just  as  he  kft  ii  Wliai  eta  7011 
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do,  John  ?  It  is  ioai  moo&»  ago  noir,  and  the  pariih 

needs  a  rector.'* 

He  did  not  reply  for  a  moment.  The  question  touched 
the  trouble  that  was  erer  present  in  his  mind.  The 
wherraboois  <tf  Bany  Sndnaoii  had  cawad  Wat  tanj 
sleepless  hoars,  and  the  lock  of  fioaRai  realintim  whidi 
had  met  his  stem  and  horriied  gaie  tiiai  imloigetaliio 
night— a  look  like  that  of  a  tranced  oocsliirt  vaked  in 
the  demon-constrained  commission  of  some  rueful  im- 
piety— had  haunted  the  good  man's  vigils.  He  had 
knowledge  of  the  by-paths  of  the  human  soul,  and  the 
more  he  reflected  the  less  the  fact  had  fitted.  The  wild 
laugh  of  Hugh's,  as  hd  had  vankhed  into  the  dazknea^ 
had  O0IB8  io  aaosa  dnrMva  gtoa  of  &e  i^pto 
joicing  in  hia  h«Ddiw(»4c  Recollection  of  Hand's  de- 
presi^  and  iascnaBiia  of  n^dt  1»  htA  complained 
had  deepened  his  ccmviction  that  some  phase  of  mental 
illness  had  been  responsible.  In  the  end  he  had  revolted 
against  his  first  crass  conclusion.  When  the  announced 
vacation  had  lengthened  into  months,  he  had  been  still 
more  deeply  perplexed,  for  the  welfare  of  the  parish 
miait  be  ecH^oeeL 

**l  kaaw/*  he  sa^  al  length.  «I  may  lam  filled  ia 
my  whok  &aty,  hat  I  havoei't  k»nm  how  to  t^  David 
Stazea,  etfedally  nxtce  we  heard  ol  hit  Sbmm,  I M 
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written  to  bun — the  whole  story ;  the  ink  was  not  dry  on 
the  paper  wbm  tiie  letter  came  inm  Jmdoi  taOiag  u 
of  hie  death.*' 
Bdiiod  ihon,  aa  Hmf  USkO,  tto  aaft  en  ^  pM«> 

ment  was  walking  on  feverishly,  the  organ  mwio  pnr* 
suing  him,  the  dog  following  with  a  reluctant  whine. 

At  last  he  came  to  a  wide,  dark  lawn  set  thick  with 
aspens  clustering  about  a  white  house  that  loomed 
grayly  in  the  farther  shadow.  He  hesitated  a  moment, 
tiwn  walked  slowly  up  the  broad,  weed>grown  garden 
path  toward  its  pcadu  I&  tiw  half  Ii|^t  the  raaaaive 
aUfw  &(».p]ate  steed  <mi  <ieaity.  Ha  hni  huma.  i&> 
aitoeth^r  thai  house  had  beea  «  ptrt  of  hia  life, 
and  yet  a  tremor  caught  him  as  he  read  the  xtaiBe~ 
STIRES.  The  intuition  that  had  bent  his  steps  from 
the  street,  the  old  stirring  of  dead  memory,  had  brought 
him  to  his  past  at  last.  This  house  had  been  his  home  I 

He  stood  looking  at  it  with  trouble  in  his  face.  He 
aaraied  now  te  lenaonber  the  wide  <K)lonnaded  porch, 
the  tall  fluted  oolninns,  the  gnm  blinds,  dwrlj  it  ww 
wpeocuj^od.  Hs  wwwmihmd  Ae  aoH^  ef  ^UBBBta  flov* 
ent  He  remembered— 

He  started.  A  man  in  his  shirt-sleeves  was  standing 
by  a  half-open  side  door,  regarding  him  luoxowly. 

'^Thinkisg  of  bnying?''  The  <pmxy  waa  gnndplnmW' 
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edlya^ifie.  mgrbe Jwllookmg the oM nocii am 
wiCh  a  vimr  to  «  dMk»4om  r 

The  tregpaMer  tmikd  gzialj.  It  trw  net  tiie  fint 
time  he  bed  Men  tiitt  weetlier4)eate&  faee^  Tos  Im 

given  up  surgery  as  s  profession,  I  see,"  he  said. 

The  other  came  nearer,  loolMd  il  ^im  ia  «  pudad 
way,  then  laughed. 

"If  it  isn't  the  card-sharp  we  picked  up  on  the  rail- 
road teackP  ht  uM,  "dog  and  all  1  I  thought  you  were 
far  doTO  ^  «eii^  vtat  ^  wanaaiv  HoOiiiig  much 

*nSimag  moA,**  mmwmi,  ^  mnU  addwaaaJ. 

Others  might  recognize  him  aa  the  blaek  aheap,  imfc  tiiia 
nondescript  watchman  whom  chance  had  aet  here  could 
not.  He  knew  him  only  as  the  dingy  vagabond  lAoaa 
brokpn  head  he  had  bandaged  in  the  box-car  I 

"I'm  in  better  luck,"  went  on  the  man  in  shirt-sleeves. 
"1  struck  this  about  two  months  ago,  as  gardener  first, 
andnov^  ftkii^of  ftaovtof  ftwti^iun.  They  gave 
me  »  bunk  in  the  wmma^OBm  ^mnf—AiB  Joied  bis 
thqiri>badnr«<aiiayMaiiM«li»  ■■*1«^llHMiy«gMi» 
worth  two  of  that  for  these  cold  nights.  Ill  show  you. 
I  can  put  you  up  for  the  night,"  he  added,  "if  you  like." 

The  wayfarer  shook  his  head.  **I  mart  frt  tenj  to* 
night,  but  I'm  much  obliged." 

843 
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'^v«i*t  done  anjiliuig,  hm  yoaP  tML  Idt  on** 
tixm  cBinpOTton  tmiomij.  **Yovl  6&in*i  leraa  that  tori" 
Tfct  hwwlBd  km  tmnwd  iwy.       not  Nndiiiil' 

4te  police,  no.  But  I'm  on  the  move,  and  the  sooner  I 
take  the  trail  the  better.  I  don't  mind  night  travel." 

"You'd  be  better  for  a  rest,"  said  the  watchman,  *'hvii 
you're  the  doctor.  Come  in  and  we'll  have  a  nip  of  some- 
thing virarm,  anyhow." 

He  led  the  way  to  the  open  door  and  beckoned  the 
other  imidi^  ekwing  it  carefnlly  to.  "If i  a  bull;  old 
tekw*  iliiiii  Hill  it  Iw  Itt  ft  torn  el  msMm,  *^ 
vioit  any  iridc  to  file  a  fcqr,  and  I  iteep  in  the  library 
now  as  snug  as  a  bug  in  a  rug."  Hu  held  the  l^pbt 
higher.  "You  look  a  sight  better,"  he  said.  "More  flesh 
jn  your  bones,  and  the  beard  changes  you  some,  too. 
That  scar  healed  up  fine  on  your  forehead— it's  nothx^ig 
but  a  red  line  ndw.* 

His  guest  followed  him  into  a  ipaeions  hall,  scarce 
eoudooi  of  1^  1m  did.  A  dod^  door  to  &e  im 
iM,  hot  lie  aemS^ew  Imeir  perfectly  M  the  toob 
It  bid  hod  a  tall  French  window,  fetting  on  to  a  garden 
wkm  eamelias  had  once  dropped  Wu  Uood.  ^hoofn 
door  to  the  right  led  to  the  library. 

There  the  yellow  light  touched  the  dark  wainscoting, 
the  marble  mantelpiece,  dim  paintings  on  the  wall,  and 
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a  great  bna^^oimd  Korean  desk  in  a  corrn  r.  What 
bbdc  tUng  h&i  «ue  happened  in  that  room  ?  What  face 
htA  €BM  looini  #  Mm  tai  Oti  wlMd-ebdrf  It  was 
an  old  fao^  gmj  and  lined  and  ptirionate  hit  fatiier, 
doiditkiia.  Ht  tM  UamM  ^  «i  tifl 

sense  of  apartness. 

The  other's  glance  followed  his  pridefully.  *'It*s  ft 
line  property,"  he  Jaid.  "The  owner's  an  invalid,  I  hear, 
with  one  leg  in  the  grave.  He's  in  some  saiiatorium  and 
CMi't  get  mnch  good  of  it.  Nice  pictures,  them,"  he 
•i&d,  awMpiag  •  enile  nRmd.  rrhat's  a  good-looker 
over  there  mutt  be  tte  dd  sum's  daughter,  I  ndEoa. 
Well,  in  g»  184  gal  JOT  •  IbigBt  or  two  to  tap  tte 
frost  out  of  your  In^  1^  be  edd  tm  TMTtf  |n  dam 
to-night.  Make  jmmm  at  Imne;'*  Tkt  4eQt  doMi  be- 
hind him. 

The  man  h»:  ki  trembling  violently.  He  had 
scarcely  repress-..  .  »  The  portrait  that  i^ung  above 
tl»  mantelpiece  was  Jessica's,  in  a  houw-'hc  h  of  soft 
Kwaaey-blBo  a  single  irtdte  rase  cau|^t  -n  .er  hair. 
«Tbe  eld  iMfe  4an|^terr— tbe  seemed  to  eebo 
i»l  wlflte  rtm  wa11s,i(rielKg  a  new  t^mf  wiOml 
a  naan.  fin  Josiiea  was  Us  drt»t 

The  owner  of  1^  bouse,  his  fatber,  an  ^valid  in  i 
Banttoniui?  ItiratftiuutoriumeKtiMJ^Qf  [teofy 
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Moontoiii  vtoe  dw  Itad  iteyedy  into  wliidt  Iw  had 
lisdcaa  that  rtmay  a^il  Had  Mb  li&cr  bees  ibait 

then,  yearning  in  pain  and  illness  over  that  evil  career 
of  his  in  the  town  beneath?  Was  relationship  the  secret 
of  Jessica's  interest,  her  magnaiiimitj,  that  he  had 
dreamed  was  something  more?  A  dizzy  sickness  fell 
upon  him,  and  he  clenched  his  hands  till  the  nails  struck 
purple  cmcoits  into  the  palim. 

Ai  he  rtared  dry-eyed  the  j^ctnxe  in  tl»  caactle- 
1^1^  ii»  rakery  slowly  pimd.  Be  aunt  Imom,  Who 
die  wu,  what  wlm  to  hia,  lie  tmA  learn  bqfond  pa> 
adventure.  He  cast  a  swift  glance  around  him;  orderfy 
TOWS  of  books  stared  from  the  shelves,  the  mahogany 
table  held  only  a  pile  of  old  magazines.  He  strode  to  the 
desk,  drew  down  its  lid  and  tried  the  drawers.  They 
opened  readily  and  he  rapidly  turned  over  their  litter  of 
pqwfi^  written  in  the  same  crabbed  hand  that  iad 
d^ed  ane  tine  diauiing  wori  m  Hie  daSt  be  hii  iami 

llib  aatiiiae  &ih^  with  ifai  create  sjsciitih  md  ^pudat 
braat  work,  a  gift  to  him  once  upon  a  time  from  Harry 
Samdmon,  had  been  David  Stires'  carry-ail ;  he  had  been 
spending  a  last  half-hour  in  sorting  its  contents  when 
the  bank-messenger,  on  that  fateful  day,  had  brought 
him  the  slip  of  paper  that  had  told  his  son's  disgrace. 
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Most  of  the  papers  the  searcher  saw  at  a  glance  were  of 
BO  import,  and  they  gave  him  no  clue  to  what  he  sought 
Theo,  mjBterioafily  guided  by  tlie  sid»tle  memory  that 
mmA  ti  hA»  to  lisok  him,  ^ban^  «m  but  half 
conadoiu  of  its  goUhuioe,  hit  Bflnom  ftagen  nHUn^ 
found  and  pressed  a  spring— «  pmd  fdl  cknra^  aad  hft 
drew  out  a  folded  parchment. 

Another  instant  and  he  was  bending  over  it  with  the 
candle,  his  fingers  tracing  familiar  legal  phrases  of  a 
will  laid  there  long  ago.  He  read  with  the  blood  shrink- 
ing £nmi  hk  heart : 

To  my  mm  Hii§k,  l»  nlrnn  forfk»eantmi  $om» 
i«  to  awMl  IK9  00  Aft  0f  Mi  |^«^  ^  All  dteoMt 
career  tmd  hie  graeehee  deeertiim,  I  do  gho  tmd  U' 
queath  the  sum  of  ome  ihouund  daOan  mti  Uto  momorf 
of  his  misspent  youth.  The  residue  of  my  estate,  real 
and  personal,  1 4o  gwotudhequeoAio  «^  mrd,Jmiai 
Hdme^" 

The  blood  swept  back  to  his  heart  in  a  flood.  Ward, 
not  daughter  1  He  could  still  keep  the  one  sweet  thing 
left  ^B.  m^hfn  wm  jmtiied.  Tm  sprang  to  his 
eyes,  and  he  laid  tiM  parchment  bade  and  dosed  ^ 
^  Helwil%brBMte^b<^sir^,  MtiMieigi 
figure  of  the  watchman  entered  aad  m/kimtim^mm 
and  ft  bollfe  vttb  ft  iiNsish. 
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"There  you  are;  that'll  be  worth  five  miles  lo  you!" 
He  poafed.noiiily.  **Bm?%homV*'limatM. 
His  gnetfc  dn&l^     dovB     |pMi  noA  lirifl  M^  iiit 

berth  hm;  BUQfte  I  dbA  M  oae,  tw^  «•»  of  tiNn 
days.** 

The  dog  thrust  a  cold  muzzle  into  his  hand  as  he 
walked  down  the  gravel  path  slowly,  feeling  the  glow  of 
the  liquor  gratefully,  with  the  grudging  release  it 
brought  from  mental  tension.  He  had  not  consciously 
adEsd  hiau^  wfaiiiwr  iMnr.  IitscmieMdtcoDsekmeoiiia 

ntS  Mw  WW  ama  BMb  tlHll  maa  mmmtno.  Xw  Wm 

gs^toyslilbw.  KotieM«kii»diaai»^it^^ 
cue;  mt  to  mHdi  those  bitter  fbmmi  hit  imeiule 
career — the  mmnory  of  his  misspent  youth !  Only  to  ask 
his  forgiveness  and  to  make  what  reparation  was  pos- 
sible, then  to  go  out  once  more  to  the  world  to  fight  out 
his  battle.  His  way  was  clear  before  him  now.  Fate  had 
guided  him,  strangely  and  certainly,  to  knowledge.  He 
was  thankful  for  that  He  had  come  «  dient  sludow; 
Iih»»4taiav  hswsidi  go. 

Ho  irtraood  hk  tkngt,  and  ^piia  rtood  qb  tte  sqofo 
MMM^iii  ^0  sooi'^vtedBV  ol  fto  QoiUe  f^iopiff  omI  o 
tllrtod  luster  on  the  clustering  shrubbery.  The  audience- 
tmm  -wm  isU  aofi^  a  string  of  oarriafis  woiisi  il^  tbe 
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curb,  and  as  he  stood  on  the  opposite  fvmmmi  tlie 
treble  of  the  choir  rose  full  and  clear : 

naat.iiliidly  Light,  amid  th'  enaMmmttmm 

Lead  Thou  me  on; 
flM  BifM  la        and  I  ua     frMi  hmm, 

Lead  Thou  me  on! 
Smp  Thou  my  feet!  I  do  net  care  to  ae* 

He  drew  his  hat-brim  over  his  eyes,  and  mingled  with 
to  hurrying  street. 


CMAfTm  XXIX 


^am  OMi.  OP  lioni 

The  bell  was  tapping  in  the  steeple  of  the  little  Cath- 
olic church  on  the  edge  of  the  town,  and  the  mellow  tone 
came  clearly  np  the  slope  of  the  mountain  where  once 
mtm  flie  WW  timr  {nrtaer  Fratdergast  atood  on  the 
ftnteii  «i  tt»  liiwffji  eAsBp  natii^  offer  ^  mimuk 
of  jdkw  gnvel  tiu^  marked  hit  toil 

The  retoHMd  wanderer  Imi  met  wi^  •  dlittfael  snr- 
pnse  in  the  town.  As  hv  passed  through  the  itreets 
more  than  one  had  nodded,  or  had  spoken  his  name,  and 
the  recognition  had  sent  a  glow  to  his  dbeek  and  a 
ness  to  his  step. 

Since  the  daring  feat  in  the  automobile,  the  tone  of 
the  gossip  hi^  dunged.  His  name  was  no  longer  con- 
iweied  with  the  ilvwe  xeibbflriH.  The  Ttsukj  find,  too, 
coj»tit8ted  a  material  boom  for  Smoky  Mountain  and 
Mssmo.  toe  noeK  ra  aa  ^foiiawie  i!ibhh>I'mMj  aoi  On 
h$d  been  written  on  the  credH  aide  of  the  ledger.  Opin- 
ion, so  all-powerful  in  a  new  community,  had  altered. 
2>erliB  bed  abmptly  ordered  from  bis  j|^a«e  see  mha  bad 
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done  no  more  than  to  repeat  his  own  earlier  gibea,  and 
even  Michael  Halloran,  the  proprietor  of  the  Mountain 
VaUey  Hoeae,  had  given  countenance  to  the  more  char- 
itable TievduaDpioiied  by  Tom  Felder.  All  this  he  who 
had  imm  ft*  iiiiliiii  «mld  aek  guess,  but  be  felt  the 
change  WX&  MtirfKtiaL. 

As  he  gazed  up  the  depi^  ell  i^oiiesdy  «b*  «^  ^ 
marrellous  frost-hues  of  the  autumn-— da^i  erimeraa^ 
daffodil  golds  and  maple  tints  like  the  flames  of  loi^ 
sought  desires— toward  the  glass  roof  that  sparkled  on 
the  ridge  above,  one  comfort  wanned  his  breast.  If  it 
liad  been  the  subtle  stirring  of  blood  kinship,  the  blind 
instill  love,  that  had  drc^rn  him  to  that  nocturnal 
bo»e4»«ekiB|^  fte  Inrless  appetraoe  of  the  natural 
crimiiMlI  Wlietiierbiefk&arwMiadeedftaeliemt 
discovw. 

Till  the  sun  was  low  he  sat  in  the  cabin  titfaHng  Ai 
length  he  called  the  dog  and  fastened  it  in  Hi  •oea»> 
toined  place,  and  began  slowly  to  climb  the  steep  ascent. 
When  he  came  to  a  certain  vine-grown  trail  that  met  the 
main  path,  he  turned  aside.  Here  lay  the  spot  where  he 
haA  fini  apoken  with  her,  face  to  face.  Here  she  had 
told  htm  fhem  trae  ao^ig  in  past  which  could  not 
be  buried      iMfo^  I 

Ai  be  peied  fte  boAie  aad  alq^  iilR  «K  BMwr 
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space  beride  the  jutting  ledge,  be  stopped  thori  with  «& 
fiiiwi-  idtet  vvt  BO  knuEer  •  tnude  of  "^^BM. 
A  gnte  had  been  lately  mule  there,  end  bdiii^  it,  freA- 
diiiaki  M  fhe  foak,  mi  •  iMne:  %  ^ne  ae^ed,  dili 
on  hand,  as  if  regarding  the  rmstkrj  numnd.  Aa  la  ft 
dream  he  realized  that  its  features  ««m  ^  oiwu.  A«e» 
struck,  the  living  man  drew  near. 

It  was  Jessica's  conception  of  the  Prodigal  Son,  as 
she  had  modelled  it  in  Aniston  in  her  blindness,  after 
Hugh's  early  zettnm  to  tlM  house  in  the  aapeu.  That 
Dtvid  Stiiea  riMmld  hare  pointed  out  flM  d^aal  Knob 
•a  ft  qwt  in  wh^  ho  vcndcl  doew  to  he  hnrkd  luii  ^ 
ft  pecnliar  i^[Bi&eaee  to  her»  ai^  tl»  wbh  had  heen 
observed.  Her  sorrow  for  his  death  had  been  deepened 
by  the  thought  that  the  end  had  come  too  suddenly  for 
David  Stires  to  have  reinstated  his  son.  This  sorrow  had 
possessed  one  comfort — that  he  had  known  at  the  last 
and  had  forgiven  Hugh.  Of  this  she  could  assure  him 
when  he  returned,  for  she  could  not  really  believe  ao 
deep  ia  tite  hesrt  of  ft  vQnuoH-^iat  he  wonid  ntoni. 
£i"&e  9t^  t&  f%il  lAt  %ftd  lamid  xiiief  in  tto  voai^ 
hftzd  work  of  il»  auUei  K<»e  hi^  introded  in  tfaftt 
Oi^-of-the-way  sptrt,  aaw  that  (me  day  Mrs.  Halloran, 
led  by  curiosity  to  see  the  grave  of  the  rich  man  whose 
whim  it  had  been  to  be  buried  on  the  mountain  aid^ 
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had  foaad  l«r  at  Imr  work,  and  her  Jessica  had  pledged 
to  likBeft.  Bk»  wm  no  fool,  was  Mn.  Hilknran,  and  to 
learo  ite  aaiM  ol  tiw  detd  im  vw  to  p«l  two  ui  im 
togsOMr.  fio  gam  tti  yoi  nq—i  ofohii  niiiliiriiiil 
ilw  auolE^  but  it  was  more  than  sofBcient  to  aU 
the  romance  that  lurked  beneath  that  prosaie  exterior; 
nevertheless  she  shut  her  lips  against  temptation,  and  all 
her  motherly  heart  overflowed  to  the  girl  who  worked 
each  day  at  that  self-appointed  task.  Only  the  afternoon 
before  Jessica  had  finished  carving  the  words  on  the 
base  of  tiie  sta^  on  which  the  lode  of  tibe  startled  torn 
was  aoir  lertkf ;  I  wiU  arm  ami  go  wUo 

The  gsier  tmied  6001  the  vn^»  wilb  ^pd^ 
tion,  to  the  monad.  He  eaaae  doi^  and  in  the  fedbig 
light  looked  at  the  nam  «         hn<lrtene.  S»  te 

had  come  too  late ! 

And  the  son  said  unto  him.  Father,  I  have  sinned 
against  heaven  and  in  thy  sight,  and  am  no  more  worthy 
to  be  called  thy  son.  Though  for  him  there  could  have 
hem  no  robe  or  ring,  or  fatted  calf  or  merriment,  yet  he 
had  longed  tot^tm^uahooiH  VBK^mdmmimiShf' 
standing.  If  Iw  could  only  hsfe  karaed  lie  truth 
earli»!  If  he  si^j^  psi  Im^  huiii  el  the 
clock! 

Umn  wait  by.  The  shadowa  drauned  ^enudNi 
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swtLj  and  dark  fell,  clondless  and  etarry.  The  half*mo<m 
brightened  upon  him  sitting  moveless  beside  the  stone 
figure.  At  length  he  rose  to  his  feet,  his  limbs  cramped 
and  itiffened,  and  made  his  way  back  to  the  lonely  cabin 
on  the  hilbide. 

Thtrt  UitatA  Im3^  fcihriffril »  Mm  fit  Hbt  teiplaca 
nd  cooked  hia  f mgal  wapptt*  The  abode  of  rariHriae 
past,  he  realized  his  sorrow  as  a  thing  subjective  and 
cerebral.  The  dead  man  had  berai  hia  father;  so  he  told 
himself,  but  with  an  emotion  curiously  destitute  of 
primitive  feeling.  The  very  relationship  was  a  portion 
of  that  past  that  he  could  never  grasp;  all  that  was  of 
the  present  was  Jessica ! 

He  Oooi^  oi  ii»  losing  batOe  be  bad  foni^t  there 
once  b^oie,  nben  tmpeat  ahrieked  wHhoni— 4be  baiUe 
iriUdi  laA  ended  is  dSbede  end  ddBMt.  Be  thoa|^  «t 
fte  wi&  1»  bad  aeoi,  now  aotled  with  the  Qreat  Seal  of 
Death.  He  was  the  shorn  beggar,  she  the  beneficiary. 
What  duty  she  had  owed  his  father  was  ended  now. 
Desolate  she  might  be — in  need  of  a  hand  to  guide  and 
guard — ^but  she  was  beyond  the  reach  of  penury.  This 
gave  him  a  sense  of  satisfaction.  Was  she  there  on  the 
BMniBtaiBi^liu^waMnit?  Tbere euM  190a Mm apki 
ih6  paisicmate  limging  that  had  l^d  him  in  timt  mia^ 
aaniipt'iWB  iook  vsni      eoev  <»  \im  guiuum  bh 
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wreathed  them  both — ^when  she  had  protected  tad  umd 

him! 

At  last  he  took  Old  Despair's  battered  violin  from  the 
wall,  ud,  wBtlOag  l^naM  in  the  open  doorway,  looking 
aeioH  flw  B^]fitnioiia  pnpio  of  flie  fpSOm  toUmtky- 
Kbb  im  ivi&  pdtttni^  a«v  lb*  bo«  aof^  MMi  tilt 
sirfaifk  In  the  long>piit  days,  when  he  had  heen  the 
BeTcrcnd  Henry  Sanderson,  in  the  darker  moods  of  hia 
study,  he  had  been  used  to  seek  the  relief  to  which  he 
now  turned.  Never  but  once  since  then  had  he  played 
with  utter  oblivion  of  self.  Now  his  struggle  and  long- 
ing crept  into  the  music.  The  ghosts  that  haunted  him 
elnsteKd  togeOwr  in  fl»  obacniity  of  the  nie^t,  and 
itaod  hatwa  hli  oj^iag  ftitnre  ai^  hag* 

Thio^  Bumilold  wktiomi  the  mn^  tnmien^  tOl 
at  leBg&  tiiiie  eame  fkoB  ilie  hoikfwed  wood  a&  1^  M 
was  an  unconscious  echo  of  a  forgotten  wedding-day^ 
"0  perfect  love,  all  human  thought  transcending.'* 
After  the  fitful  medley  that  had  spoken,  the  placid 
cadence  fell  with  a  searching  pathos  that  throbbed  pain* 
fully  on  the  empty  silence  of  the  mountain. 

Empty  indeed  ha  thooi^t  it  But  the  lig^t  breeze  that 
dioeic  tiie  piBMM&a  hid  heiaft  &0  ioaad  to  an  «ar 
that  luul  grown  teiue  wifli  Iklaiin9--4o  OM  on  ^i^fB 
diOfB  ts  whom  it  hMl  aataiklMl  titt  wipfi—  oifi  «t  ftitMk 
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and  life.  He  did  not  feel  her  nearer  presence  as  she 
•t(^  breathless  acroas  the  dark  iiutb,  and  stood  there 
iMkiid  Mm  wi&  outatretciwd  bo&L  hu  whale  h*faMr 

The  mmkSKit  ^  vieihi  aUppecl  from  twnrth  Us 

chin,  the  bow  dropped  and  his  head  fell  on  his  arms. 
Then  he  felt  a  touch  on  his  ahmldeir  and  hettd  the 
whisper:  "Hughl  Hugh!" 

"Jessica!"  he  cried,  and  sprang  to  his  feet. 

In  those  three  words  all  was  asked  and  answered.  It 
did  not  need  the  low  cry  with  which  she  flung  herself  on 
hn  kBtii  beside  miffitiiitfn  tkuftf  9t  ^Sut  hwhiB 
■nHanne  wmi  wmm  mm  yiwimi  we  nw  hh  bb^^ 
thathehadbatUed  witii. 

"I  have  watched  every  day  and  listened  eveiy  i^^A," 
she  said.  **1  knew  that  job  muM  romn  that  jmi  immI 
come  back  !** 

"If  I  had  never  gone,  Jessica!"  he  exclaimed.  "Thai 
I  miglit  have  seen  my  father !  But  I  didn't  know — ** 

She  clasped  her  hands  together.  'Ton  know  now- 
yon  ranenb^  ift  t&l* 

He  Aook  his  hoed.  **I  have  been  there" — he  p^ntrf 
to  ^  Titllililw  "iimI  I  have  gnrised  idio  ft  is  Het 
there.  I  know  I  sinned  agakrt  him  i^ninrt  oqM'* 
•id  kft  him  to  die  nnforgiving.  TbA  li  tiie 
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■b«MMl4«»aM-MhtaHMikn«i^i  I  am  no  mon 

''All,'' dM  «fM,  kBtv  tad  I»  fofpTO  Hvglk 
Hb  kit  thought  wm  of  yo«r  Ttal  ii  idlf  X 

ctrred  the  figure  there." 

"Yon  carred  it?"  he  exclaimed.  She  haA  hu  tm- 
bead  to  his  hands,  as  they  clasped  her  own. 

*TT»e  prodigal  is  yourself,"  she  said.  "I  modelled  it 
once  before  when  you  came  back  to  him,  in  the  time  you 
htve  iaffolliB.  Btk  I  dwtioyid  it,"— the  words  wot 
wiy  low  nem—^^myw^ii^f-ityJ' 

W»  haaOB  nimm&  hm,  tad,  Isokfaif  mm, 
even  in  the  moonli^t,  that  with  the  last  word  Ml  &ee 
had  gone  i^tly  white.  At  the  dght,  timidity,  maid- 
enly reserve,  fell,  and  all  the  woman  in  her  rushed 
permost.  She  lifted  her  arms  and  clasped  his  face. 

"Hugh,"  she  cried,  "can't  you  remember?  Don't  you 
understand?  Think!  I  was  blind,  dear,  blind— a  white 
biB&i|[e  wm  mstm  my  eyes,  and  you  came  to  me  in  a 
duidedzoan!  Why  dkl  yoo  oimie  to  meP* 

A  tftOi  ennHd  «»  dut  ^oea^  Ua  hrabi,  m  m 
prickling  diaditige  fKm  a  ley^  i&t,  A  qpot  ti  the 
mental  blackness  visualized,  and  for  an  instant  sprang 
out  in  outlines  of  red.  He  smelled  the  odor  of  jasmin 
flowers.  He  saw  himaelf  standin^^  facing  a  figure  with 
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bandaged  eyes.  He  saw  the  bo^bigB  torn  oS,  felt  that 

yielding  body  in  his  arms,  heard  a  voice — ^her  voice — 
crying,  "Hugh — Hugh!  My  husband!"  and  felt  those 
lips  preaeed  to  his  own  in  the  tense  air  of  a  darkened 
room. 

A  cry  broke  from  his  lips:  "Yes,  yes!  I  remember! 
Jessica,  my  wife !''  His  arms  went  ronnd  her,  and  in& 
a  ^ib  sob  she  nestJed  dose  to  liim  on  tin  doontep. 

The  bUmkmic^t  dose  again  about  lum  now!  He  had 
h/A  tiiti  iaiteateneoaa  i^iaq^  of  &«  past,  like  li^ 
ning  through  a  rifted  pall,  and  in  that  glimpse  was  joy. 
Ite  him  there  was  now  no  more  eonscionsless  past  or 
remorseful  present.  No  forgery  or  exile,  no  Prender- 
gast,  or  hati  ed,  or  evil  repute.  For  her,  all  that  had  em- 
bittered, all  that  stood  for  loss  and  grieving,  was  ended. 
The  fire  on  the  hearth  behind  them  domed  and  sank, 
and  far  below  the  lights  of  tiie  ^»eis  wavered  nn> 
hooded. 

Tlie  diadowed  dimee  tl»  ct&aAal  pram  dosed 
them  round.  Above  in  tl»  calm  sky  the  great  constella^ 
tkms  burned  on  and  swung  lower,  and  M  Ulrt  #K  006* 
lessfaaud  she  absolved  him  from  all  sin. 
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IK  A  VOBBBI  OF  Atmxt 

tooth,  and  aa  air  end  and  tiBcinfed  vitii  ihe  of 
perfect  autumn  I  Jessica  breathed  it  deeply  as  her  hmj- 
ant  step  carried  her  along  the  mountain  trails,  brave  in 
the  pageant  of  the  passing  year.  Her  face  reflected  the 
rich  color  and  her  eyes  were  deep  as  the  sky. 

Only  last  night  had  been  that  sweet  unfolding  in 
which  thft  past  luid  been  swept  away  for  ever.  To-day 
her  heart  waa  almost  too  fall  to  bear,  beating  to  thought 
of  the  man  to  whem  am  m  yMm  had  eaSed  ha. 
That  had  been  ib»  himt  of  oonidGiioe,  ol  fev^s  saes»> 
mcnt,  the  closure  of  all  her  dlMlM  and  «go^.  Hoir 
she  longed  inexpressibly  for  the  fnrfher  assuraatt  ahe 
knew  would  look  from  his  eyes  to  hers;  yet  her  joy  was 
so  poignant  that  it  W8»  near  to  pain,  and  withal  wat  n 
enwound  with  maidenly  consciousness  that,  knowing 
him  near,  she  must  have  fled  from  him.  She  walked 
rapidly  on,  losing  herself  in  the  windings  of  blind  wood- 
pa^  mtmag  k  tte  beauty  of  the  silent,  emp^  forest. 
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The  morning  had  found  the  man  whose  image  filled 
her  mental  horizon  no  less  a  prey  to  conflicting  emotions 
than  herself.  That  hour  on  the  mountain-side,  under  the 
Btars,  had  left  Harry  possessed  of  a  n^Ue  of  perplexing 
eiBotkBB.  DfeuBiag  uid  wtMs^  Jen^'t  iaee  hmi 
hetiae  his  qres,  her  ytaee  scvoded  in  hk  ear.  Tei  over 
hit  hqi^Msi  mat  ftaa  floee  ft  chiH  hid  faUen,  an  odd 
shruildngi  an  unezplainable  sense  of  flush,  of  fastidi- 
ousness, of  mortiflcation.  This  subtle  conflict  of  feeling, 
noi,  imderstood,  had  driven  him,  in  dttv  nerrousness,  to 
the  peaceful  healing  of  the  solitudes. 

The  future  held  no  longer  any  doubt — ^it  held  only 
her.  Where  was  that  future  to  be?  Back  in  the  city  to 
whidi  his  painful  curiosity  had  so  latdy  driven  him? 

lay  no  longer  in  hu  own  ^ta»}  il  im  for  hor  to 
daeldenoy,  Jsssice  hbwae.  BBtMi^waAwaStf, 
under  his  breath,  to  the  sweet  secret  granes,  as  some- 
thing mysterious  and  sacred.  How  appealing,  horn  vom- 
anly  she  was — ^how  incommunicably  dear,  how — 

He  looked  up  transflxed,  for  she  stood  there  before 
him,  ankle-deep  in  a  brown  whirlwind  of  leaves  from  a 
frost-stung  oak,  her  hand  to  her  cheek  in  an  adorable 
gestui^  that  he  knew,  her  lips  parted  and  eager.  She 
said  no  word,  xast  did  he,  but  he  wine  npi^  iaid 
her  to  him,  and  her  face  buried  itself  on  his  breast 
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As  he  looked  down  at  her  I(d4e^  tiie  hwtf^, 
the  sense  of  vexing  complexity  vanished,  and  the  primi- 
tive demand  reasserted  its  sway.  Presently  he  released 
Ler,  and  drew  her  gently  to  a  seat  on  the  spnwling  <Mk 
roots. 

**I  wanted  so  to  find  you,"  she  said.  "I  have  so  many, 
many  things  to  say." 

'^t  is  all  wimderfully  strange  n^asvPlw  said.  **lt 
is  88  ilioi^^  I  had  rubbed  AiacUliii'b  lamp,  and  nMk 
denly  had  my  hearths  ^sire.** 

"Ah,"  she  breathed,  "am  I  that?" 

"More  than  that,  and  yet  once  I— Jessica,  Jessica! 
When  I  woke  this  morning  in  the  cabin  down  there,  it 
seemed  to  me  for  a  moment  that  aly  last  night  was 
real,  and  all  the  past  an  ugly  dream.  How  could  you 
have  loved  me  ?  And  how  could  I  have  thrown  my  pearl 
awayP* 

**WBmmto  tiiiak  of  that,*'  she  protested,  '<sever, 
never  aay  BKffie.'* 

"Yoa  axe  ni^t/*  ha  n^oM  ebeerfolfy;  k  whA 
is  to  come  that  we  marit  ^dsk  gV*  Mit  pnaed  m  Ib^ 

stant,  then  he  said: 

"Last  night,  when  you  told  me  of  the  white  house  in 
the  aspens,  I  did  not  tell  you  that  I  had  just  come  from 
tliere — from  Aniston." 
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She  made  an  eiclamatioa  of  wonder.  "Tail  van,*'  ibe 

said. 

Sitting  with  her  hand  in  his,  he  told  of  that  night's 
experiences,  the  fear  that  had  held  him  as  he  gazed  at 
her  portrait  in  tl^  library,  the  secret  of  the  Kraraan  deik 
tiu^  had  aolaeed  lua  miaery  and  aent  him  bacic  to  iho 
iuj^ttt  ha  via  not  to  aaa. 

At  mentioa  d  tiie  will  die  tiirew  ont  bar  hand  with 
a  passionate  gesture.  **The  money  is  not  mine!'*  she 
cried.  "It  is  yours !  He  intended  to  change  it— he  UM 
me  so  the  day  he  died.  Oh,  if  you  think  I — ** 

"No,  no,"  he  said  gently.  "There  is  no  resentment,  no 
false  pride  in  my  love,  Jessica.  I  am  thinking  of  you— 
and  of  Aniston.  You  would  have  me  go  back,  would 
you  not?" 

8b»  kofced  vp  m^Bs^  and  Aoek  Tm  hmL 
Ton  are  ft  blind  gnesaer,*' die  aaid.  "Doi't  yon  think 
I  know  what  ia  in  yoiff  miBd?  Not  An»tfla»  Hn|^ 
Sometime,  hi^  not  nov^-mt  yet  It  ii  nearer  than 
thatr 

His  eyes  flowed  into  hers.  **You  understand !  Yes,  it 
is  here.  This  is  where  I  must  finish  my  fight  first.  Yes- 
terday Z  would  have  Icit  Smoky  Mountain  for  ever,  be- 
canae  you  were  here.  Hew—'* 

**1  will  help  you,**  Ab  aakL  ''All  &e  wiald  beniea 
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counts  nothing  if  only  wire  iogetiier I  I  could  in 
a  cabin  here  on  the  mountain  always,  in  a  Forest  of 
Arden,  till  I  grow  old,  and  want  nothing  but  that— and 
you  !'*  She  paused,  with  a  happy  lai  s^h,  her  eye  turned 
away. 

A  log  cabin,  but  a  home  glorified  by  her  presence !  In 
a  doMB  vocdft  lie  h»i  AtkM  »  iuffidoit  FhxtdiMw 
Af  ]»  did  set  mwer,  die  fioed  hln  with  eriBMOBiag 
cMa,  that  reading  Ui  kek  ate  tadiiai^  tim  Imt 

arms  about  his  neck. 

"Hug^,"  she  cried,  "we  belong  to  each  i  her  now. 
There  is  no  one  else  to  consider,  is  there  ?  I  w  ut  to  be 
to  you  what  I  haven't  been — ^to  bear  things  with  you, 
and  help  you.'' 

He  kissed  her  ^es  and  hair.  'Tou  have  helped,  you 
do  help  me,  Jeaaiear  he  uged.  *3nt  I  am  jealous  iot 
^rkm  ItmwtaolliafliaMMl  Tbn^swatdBmkj 

<v  itain  mnat  not  snwr  and  it  would  sneer  awr.** 
itr  die  adaiBwd  xestBtfiaiy.  ''As    I  would 

care!" 

"But  I  would  care,"  ha  said  softly.  "I  wairt  to  eW» 

a  little  higher  first." 

She  was  silent  a  moment,  her  fingers  twisting  the 
fallen  leaves.  'TTou  don't  want  them  to  know  that  I  am 
your  nifyf* 
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•Not  yet-till  letnteemj  my.** 
She  nodded  and  smiled  and  the  cloud  lifted  from  her 
face.  ^Tou  must  Icnow  best,"  she  said.  "This  is  what  I 
shall  do,  then.  I  shall  leave  the  sanatorium  to-moirw. 
The  people  there  are  nothing  to  me,  but  tbe  town  «£ 
Smoky  Mountain  is  yours,  and  I  mtat  be  »  part  <rf  it, 
too.  I  am  going  to  the  Ifoonttin  Valky  Boom.  Mil. 
IbSanttiHn  tdneuoofaM.''  Slio  ipnaig  to  her  fetfc 
M  ilie  added:  1  ihall  go  to  see  her  about  it  now." 

He  kaew  tbe  deer  desire  her  determination  masked— 
i»  do  her  part  in  softening  prejudice,  in  clearing  his 
way— and  the  thought  of  her  great-heartedness  brought 
a  mist  to  his  eyes.  He  rose  and  walked  with  her  through 
the  bracken  to  the  road.  They  came  out  to  the  dritewey 
just  below  the  traU  that  led  to  the  Knob.  The  benk  wae 
high,  and  leaping  fifit  he  Wd  to  aiiiii  to  her  aai 
^ted  li^  U^tly  down.  In  ^  iarimk,  as  ^  ^y  tn 
his  anns,  be  bait  and  kiiaed  her  (» the  lipa. 

ITritim  i^od  tw»  figures  walking  together  that  at 
iiitt  moment  rounded  the  bend  of  the  road  a  little  way 
above.  They  were  Tom  Felder  and  Doctor  Brent,  the 
latter  swinging  a  light  suit-case,  for  he  was  on  his  way 
to  the  station  of  the  valley  railroad.  He  had  chosen  to 
walk  that  he  might  have  a  longer  chat  with  Wa  friend. 
Both  men  saw  the  kiss  and  inrtiBetifil;  &«P^  I«e|»  tte 
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lawyer  with  •  muMim  ocktt  on  fM%  tii*  doelor  vittli 
a  look  of  blank  astottialaNiiL 

The  latter,  in  one  way,  knew  little  about  the  town. 
Beside  Felder  and  Mrs.  Halloran,  whose  surly  husband 
he  had  once  doctored  when  the  town's  practitioner  was 
away— thereby  earning  her  admiration  and  gratitude— 
thai©  were  lew  with  whom  he  had  more  than  a  nodding 
MfV^BteM  Be  M  liked  Darid  Stires,  and  Jeaaica 
he  geniiiiidy  edmind,  thoQi^  lie  liad  thoo^  her  tt 
timee  aomewhat  dJataoi  He  himadf  h«d  iatrodneed 
Felder  to  her,  on  one  of  tlie  tettn'e  ^lUi.  Be  ted  aot 
observed  that  the  young  lawyer's  calls  htA  grava  mm 
frequent,  nor  guessed  that  he  had  more  than  Aim  kft- 
fered  on  the  mountain  trails  hoping  to  meet  her. 

The  doctor  noted  now  the  telltale  finab  on  lua  onii^ 
panion's  face. 

**We  htm  sur^iied  a  nnnance,"  he  said,  as  the  two 

nnconadoiis  flgnne  i&g^^eued  down  the  carving 

■tieldi.  <*W]io  k  tilt  iWHiF 
"He  ia  tl»  one  we  have  hem  talkfii^  tbo^" 
The  other  stared.  "Not  jo»  leeid  Jil^  tad 

the  sneak  who  loet  hia  memoiy  and  fymi  himidf  m 

honest  man  ?" 

Felder  nodded.  **Hia  caUbl  ii  Jn' t  belcw  en^ 
hillside.*' 
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'^QMi  Lotdr  ^MoIiM  Urn  Mm,  n  is* 
linuaptty!  WhatTildiMntr 

"Hugh  StiTtt.'* 

**StireB?'*  the  other  repeated.  "Stiren?  How  odtlP* 
He  stood  a  moment,  tapping  hia  suit-case  with  his  stick. 
Suddenly  he  took  the  lawyer*!  arm  and  led  him  into  the 
aide-path. 

'KtaBe,*  h»  nl4    wnl  to  Aaw  jtn  mmMag." 
He  kd  the  mgr  qaid^  to  flM  Knob,  wbere  he 

iMd  lowm  aoiiiiiMr  ^  <he  ilahMi  They  read  the  wortb 

diieelled  on  its  base.  *TI»  prodigal  son/'  said  Felder. 
«Now  lo(&  at  the  Mat  en  the  headftose/'  laid  the 

physician. 

Felder's  glance  lifted  from  the  stone,  to  peer  through 
the  screening  btuibes  to  the  cabin  on  the  shelf  below, 
and  returned  to  the  other's  face  with  quick  compre- 
hemkm.  *Ton  think— ^ 

•*Who  eooli  dofttht  ttf  1  wdl  mkt  mi  90  mth  mf 
faiker.  Tim  tM  man'a  whim  to  be  buried  h»e  had  a 
meaning,  after  all.  The  statue  is  Miss  Holme's  worit — 
nobody  in  Smoky  Mountain  could  do  it— and  I've  seen 
her  modelling  in  clay  at  the  sanatorium.  What  we  saw 
just  now  is  the  key  to  what  might  have  been  a  pretty 
riddle  if  we  had  ever  looked  further  than  our  noses. 
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It's  a  case  of  a  clever  raiMl  aid  ^  pnniin^Bt^j 
The  ward  has  fallen  in  love  with  the  bhusfc  iheepr 

They  betook  themaelveo  down  the  mountain  in  silence, 
the  doctor  wondering  how  deep  a  hurt  lay  back  of  that 
Inrtani'a  color  on  hia  friend'g  now  imperturbable  lace, 
•ad  uof  than  diatnrbed  on  Jessica's  account.  Her  care 
for  the  eKw-gniiMd,  likaUe  iavaUd  had  touched  him. 

"A  &t  dd  mm  to  own  a  wm&ikm  wtn/*  he  idd  at 
length,  mutiinfty.  "A  gaBtkBun  of  the  old  edwoL  Your 
amiable  UmU^  hw  echMtte  uA  good  Uood  Itt  hta. 

toor 

'Tve  wondered  sometimes,"  said  Felder,  «*if  the  oSd 
Hugh  Stires,  that  disreputable  one  that  came  hei^ 
wasn't  the  unreal  one,  and  the  Hugh  Stires  the  town  is 
beginning  to  like,  the  real  one,  brought  back  by  the 
•Midttt  Ibat  took  hb  memory.  You  mr  ^'cal  mean  have 
euee  of  tnA  double  identify,  haiOB^  jo  ' 

**The  book!  heve*  re^oi^  the  other,  "Twl  thej^ 
like  KeUner's  diaeeee  or  laOi^n  Anfhi»  nohoflj  hut 
the  origiiud  discoverei  n  ^r  sees  'ea/* 

As  thqr  parted  at  the  station  the  doctor  nid:  IT^ 
needn't  take  the  town  into  our  confidence,  eh?  Some 
one  will  stumble  on  the  statue  sooner  or  later,  but  we 
won't  help  the  thing  along."  He  looked  duewd^  ia 
file  otiter"!  feoe  as  th^  shook  hands. 
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**YoM  know  the  old  saying:  There's  as  many  good  fish 
in  the  sea  rs  ever  were  caught." 

The  lawyer  half  laughed.  "Don't  worry,"  he  M. 
"If  I  had  been  in  danger,  the  signal  wm  hm^  «rt  in 
plenty  d  timer 
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THB  mrnuaioN  of  hallelujah  jonbs 

Hallelujah  Jones  was  in  hig  demeni  Witt  hig 
wheezy  melodeon,  his  gasoline  flare  and  his  wild  enoes^ 
ness,  he  crowded  the  main  street  of  the  little  minings 
town,  making  the  engagement  of  the  "San  Frandwo 
Amazons"  at  the  clapboard  "opera  house"  a  losing  ven- 
tnre.  The  dfete  civilization  of  wealthy  bailiwicks  did 
not  dnm  fwth  Ids  powen  as  did  the  open  and  un- 
reaami  iOnmSudet  ef  im  mtrieted  settlements. 
Againrt  these  he  could  imeigli  witii  mmty,  tt  hsttt,  of 
an  appreciative  audkaee> 

He  had  not  lacked  for  listeners  hei^  Ibr  be  wu  a 
new  sensation.  His  battered  music-box,  with  its  huge 
painted  text,  was  far  and  away  more  attractive  than  the 
thumping  pianolas  of  the  saloons  or  the  Brobdignagian 
gramophone  of  the  dance-hall,  and  his  old-fashioned 
songB  wen  entMirtically  encored.  When  he  lit  his 
flaw  m  &§  oonrt-hoiae  sqntre  at  dusk  on  the  second 
weaiaft  Oe  offiee  o(  ^  Xoii^da  Vri%  Hoaw  was 
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emptied  and  the  bar-rooms  and  gamiog-tableii  weU«xti|^ 
deserted  of  their  patrons. 

Jessica  had  seen  the  mustering  crowd  from  the  hotel 
entrance.  Mrs.  Halloran  had  welcomed  her  errand  that 
di^  and  fffea  her  ber  b«rt  xooa,  a  eSmeka  omloddng 
tite  ftnet  btd  penoaded  ha  vintw  to  spoid  1^ 
aHaasum  §siA  ia^M  that  die  itay  to  wuppet,  ''just  to 
sae boir  lb*  woi^  Hln  illar  a  itaa^  Kov,  as 
Jessica  passed  along  toward  the  mountain  road,  the 
spectacle  chained  her  feet  on  the  outskirts  of  the  gather- 
ing. She  watched  and  listened  with  a  preoccupied  mind ; 
she  was  thinking  that  on  her  way  to  the  sanatorium  she 
would  cross  to  the  cabin  for  a  good-night  word  with  the 
man  upon  whom  her  every  tiiought  centered. 

As  it  hi^pened,  howem,  Harry  W9b  at  thai  moflaait 
vasy  Ba^ff  l^ssi^  ^^^Boa  on  saoQ^^^^s^  ti^a  jpas^^axli^^ 
copflict  c£  fadiBg  lAkd  apiiB  fesceudad  vpm  hsu.  IBs 
had  fought  it,  but  it  had  prevailed,  and  at  nightfall  had 
driven  him  down  to  the  town,  where  the  street  preacher 
now  held  forth.  He  stood  alone,  unnoted,  a  little  dis- 
tance away,  near  the  court-house  steps,  where,  by  reason 
of  the  crowd,  Jessica  could  see  neither  him  nor  the  dog 
which  sniffed  at  the  heels  of  the  circle  of  bystanders  as 
if  to  inquire  casually  of  salvaticm. 
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8ha^  bide  lii.  long  hair,  drew  a  premonitory,  waver- 

to  Id.  ariodeon,  and  stmck  up  a  goepel 
song:  *^ 

"My  days  are  gliding  swiftly  liy. 

And  I,  a  pilgrim  straoger. 
Would  not  d«teia  ttm     they  fly. 

These  hours  of  toll  and  danger. 
BV)r  Oh,  we  tread  on  Jordan's  stnad. 

Our  friends  aro  paMag  9v«r, 
And  Jost  before  the  shining  Am* 

Wo  may  almost  discover." 

The  song  ended,  he  monnted  hia  campttod  to  » 
pwa*  toi  wul  fieiy  text 

»^  the  atep.  was  gazing  with  a  strange, 

SoatWngiatteicene-thesplntter. 
ing,  dripping  flam^  a»  ^^^^  earaestness 

of  the  pUgrim-h<M  ita  emiinM.  The  donBot 
sense  that  in  the  recent  weeka  had  again  oA  gg^ 
stirred  at  some  elusive  tonch  of  memory,  was  toobbinfc 
Smce  last  night,  with  its  sudden  lightning  flash  of  the 
past  that  had  faded  again  into  blanknesa,  he  had  hea 
as  sensitive  as  a  photographic  plate. 

HalMi^  Jcaies  knew  the  melodramatic  value  of 
«^  Aa  hi.  aood  called,  he  passed  abruptly  from 
exhortation  to  mmg,  hom  i^jet  to  fnhnination,  and 
he  embelhahed  U.  hmm^  wm  «»eM.  &«m  hm 
lus  hf eto,^  cttiprfgnngdart  flie  Afdi^wiv  of  Soak. 
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Of  iriiti  }»  h»&  tM  loliiixy  obserrer  had  been 
quite  tmcoDBcious.  It  was  the  ensemble — the  repetition 
of  something  experienced  somewhere  before — ^that  ap- 
pealed to  him.  Suddenly,  however,  a  chance  phrase 
pierced  to  his  understanding. 

Another  moment  and  he  was  leaning  forward,  his 
eyes  fixed,  his  breath  straining  Ins  bwMi  F«  eaib 
word  of  tl»  speaker  now  ma  knoddng  a  sIedge4Mmmer 
Mow  upon  the  blank  wall  in  his  brain.  HaMiijah 
Jaws  lia^  kmi^ied  ^  ike  ledial  <rf  an  which 

had  become  tiie  chef  louvre  of  his  repertory— a  story 
which,  though  tke  fton  charge  of  a  bishop  had  kept 
him  silent  as  to  name  and  locality,  yet,  possessing  the 
vividness  of  an  actual  experience,  had  lost  little  in  the 
telling.  It  was  the  tale  of  an  evening  \»rhen  he  had 
peered  through  the  tilted  window  of  a  chapel,  and  mm 
its  dissolute  rector  gambling  on  tiie  taUe  of  the  Jjoi, 

Back  in  the  Aadow  the  listener,  breathless  mA  rtag' 
in|^  saw  the  seene  unzdl  like  fte  dui^  slide  (rf  a 
f^ta9SS^km—4b»  ej^Usi^  m  Ms  own  dead  self.  Nerve 
and  muscle  and  brain  listened  as  if  to  withstand  a 
shock,  for  the  man  who  moved  through  the  pictures  was 
himself !  He  saw  the  cards  and  counters  falling  on  the 
table,  the  entrance  of  the  two  intruding  figures,  heard 
Hugh's  wild  laugh  as  he  fled,  and  tiie  grate  of  the  key 
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in  the  lock  behind  him  as  he  atooj  in  hk  ftedy.  B« 
heard  thfi  rush  of  the  wind  past  the  motor-car,  the  nufit 
of  dry  com  in  the  hedges,  and  felt  the  mist  betiii«  on 
hii  htn  Lead— 

"Painw  of  victory. 
Crowns  of  Glovyf 
Ffthu  otVletefy 


He  did  not  know  that  it  wat  ^  vdee  of  the  rtre^ 

preacher  which  was  singing  now.  The  wotit  MM 
themselves  through  his  brain.   Harry  Sanderson,  rot 
Hugh  StiresI    Not  an  outcast  I    Not  criminal,  thief 
and  forger!  The  curtain  was  rent.  The  dead  wall  in 
his  brain  was  down,  and  the  real  past  swept  over  him  in 
an  imgomiiaWe  flood.  Hallelujah  Jones  had  furnished 
thecIt»tofi»iaw.  Hi.  story  was  the  last  great  wave 
which  had  enaabkd,  aU  at  on«^  tho  diff  of  oblivion 
that  the  normal  proeen  ^  «e  Neovtred        h/A  htm 
stealthily  undermining.  The  f<aaittla,  ktt  so  long  in 
the  mysterious  labyrinth  of  fhe  brain,  bid  xe^^ 
lished  itself,  and  the  thousand  shreds  of  recollecti«i 
that  he  had  misconstrued  had  fallen  into  their  true 
Pla^  in  the  old  pattern.   Harry  Sanderson  at  last 
»«r  hk  piit  and  aU  of  puzzlement  and  distreaa  that 
ithadhdd. 
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Shaking  in  every  limb  and  feeling  all  along  the 
court-house  wall  like  a  drupJcen  man,  he  made  hia  way 
to  the  further  deserted  street.  A  passer-by  would  bsn 
shrunk  at  sight  of  his  iaoe  and  his  hondag  egres. 

For  then  h^  <3»  BmncBd  Banr  Smdcsf^ 
disgraced,  had  sdEered  edlpae,  had  ton  sunk  out  of 
Mght  and  tondi  and  bouiiig  like  a  stone  in  a  pool.  Wat 
th^e  montho  ttatwgh  an  accidental  facial  resemblance 
and  a  fortuitous  concurrence  of  circumstances — ^he  had 
owned  the  name  and  ignominy  of  Hugh  Sures.  And 
Jessica?  Deceived  no  less  than  he,  dating  her  piteous 
error  from  that  mistaken  moment  when  she  had  torn 
the  bandage  from  her  eyes  on  h»  wedding-day.  fi&e 

nmrt  kam  tiie  tratii.  Tel»  how  to  tdl  her?  Howooold 

At  •19'  hna  jmbB^Mj,  hard  as  the  telling  must  havo 
been,  he  could  have  told  her.  Last  night  the  hour  passed. 
How  could  he  tell  her  now?  Yet  she  was  the  real 
Hugh's  wife  by  law  and  right;  he  himself  could  not 
marry  herl  If  God  would  but  turn  back  the  universe 
and  give  him  yesterday ! 

Why  not  he  Hugh  Stiiea?  Tb9  nM  idea  eaaia  to 
him  to  throw  away  h»  own  adtt  fisr  vm,  ima  to  tsK 
her,  nemr  to  tofana  to  AttbtoB,  to  Uiv  <tt  Iwa  at  1^  to 
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some  distant  place,  till  years  had  made  reoopd&m  im. 
possible.  He  struck  his  forehead  with  his  closed  hand. 
He,  a  pnest  of  God,  to  sununon  her  to  an  illegal  union  ? 
To  Hto  •  itriil  story  of  hypocrisy,  with  the  guilty 
^  <rf  tt.  IWng  Hugh  always  between  them,  the 
«rwd  of  BoMNte  almya  mupmOed  above  their  heads, 
tocleavetoth0l»ttt<rfhi.IVHd».Pt«d«?  Themad 
thoughtdied.  T«*irt«IJwtl»crfa»^WMtttlirt 
Jessica,  whose  very  soul  had  been  hrolten  on  the  wimO, 
should  now,  through  no  conscious  fault,  be  kd  Ij  ^ 
hand  through  a  new  Inferno  of  suffering? 

His  feet  dragging  as  though  from  cold,  he  climbed 
the  mountain  load.  As  he  walked  he  toot  from  his 
P«*rttt»Ktflegold  cross,  and  his  fingers,  numb  with 
»»i«7,  tied    tc  hk  flwog  watch-guar. .  It  had  been 

only  .poAefe^ao^  he  knew  not  when 

or  how;  now  he  kne»  fer  a*  ta^  U, 
He  remembered  m  ^  pnmei  a  oertua 
would  open,  and  engrafed  Wit  w«t  fcb  Mme  «d  ttt 

date  of  his  ordination. 

He  might  shut  the  cabin  door,  but  he  could  not  for- 
tad  the  torturer  that  came  with  him  across  the  threshold. 
He  m^  flaow  himself  upon  his  knees  and  bury  his 
^in  ttewoj^  Ain  of  the  couch,  but  he  could  not 
^      vioda  M  Mesfc  in  golden-Iettered  flashes 
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across  his  throbbing  eyebaUs :  Thou  shalt  not  eovtt  ihy 
neighbor's  wife. 

So  he  crouched,  a  man  under  who*  feet  life  had 
cradled,  leaving  him  pinned  beneath  the  wredt»  to  wttdi 
the  fire  that  mtiit  creep  netm  and  Mtm. 
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xn  .mnn  Bota  nmr 

Curiosity  held  Jessica  until  the  eTtrngelist  closed  his 
melodeon  preparatory  to  a  descent  upon  the  dance>hall. 
Then,  thinking  of  the  growing  dark  with  some  trepida- 
ilfla-to  ilw  nooift  **ttoi3B^  had  brought  its  influx  of 
ladeMie  dimton  to  ^  iom~die  itarted  towud 

Ahead  of  her  a  anrfM  p^-piifl  mmakA,  ad  Urn 

dark  bulk  of  an  auiomobUe— the  ihaiirg,  the  mlj  one 
the  town  of  Smoky  Mountain  boasted— was  nwriflg 
slowly  in  the  same  direction,  and  she  quickened  her  pace, 
glad  of  this  quasi-company.  It  soon  forged  ahead,  but 
she  had  passed  the  outakirtB  of  the  town  then  and  was 
not  afndd. 

A  littte  way  up  il»  aaoent  a  cumbrous  shadow  startled 
hat.  lleMviB^aoiBaiMftvMtiwaiiloBwbite, 
baited  «l  ii»  ride  of  the  road.  H«r  f eotri»pa  mado  ao 
sound  and  she  wai  dose  i^  it  when  die  saw  ^  floce 
men  it  had  carried  standing  jimx>^.  I^miitofni 
timn,  and  had  crossed  half  the  intemniag  spao^  wiitii 
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■flaw  butiiiel  MBt  ber  «o  ^  diMfo  of  tiM  iNM.  Thiy 
haA  itopya  oppoiitt  the  hytowHe  eomwdoii,  whww  > 
•Ida  ptOi  kft  tlM  nuik  votd— it  was  the  same  path  bj 
vMdi  she  and  Emmet  Prendergast  had  taken  their  un- 
conscious burden  on  a  night  long  ago — ^leading  along  the 
hillside,  overlooking  the  snake-like  flume,  and  forming  a 
steeper  short-cut  to  the  cabin  above.  They  were  con- 
versing in  low  tones,  and  as  they  talked  they  pointed, 
she  thought  toward  it 

JMet  luid  nsfir  in  Imt  Hit  ban  as  mmOxmm, 
hot  her  excited  ■eases  made  her  nokm.  Moreow, 
die  ms  ia  ft  wvy  ccmmHted,  for  she  coold  aol  nm 
emerge  without  being  seen.  As  she  waited,  a  man  came 
Ifom  the  path  and  joined  the  others.  The  sky  had  been 
overcast  find  gloomy,  but  the  moon  drew  out  just  then 
and  she  saw  that  the  new-comer,  evidently  a  patrol, 
carried  a  rifle  in-  the  hollow  of  his  arm.  She  also  sftW 
tiiai  ;  t  «  of  the  first  three  was  the  mtonoli^t  ovav. 

lor  soQW  minutes  they  conversed  is  vaiaimm, 
whose  very  secrecy  inflamed  her  imagination.  It  seemad 
fofaar^dt^MjBMdaaeaieicineBoelofbefliime.  Had 
ibere  beoB  another  robbery  of  ti»  slnka-boxi^  and  eonld 

they  still  suspect  Hugh? 

Dread  and  indignation  made  her  bold.  When  they 
turned  into  the  path  she  followed,  treading  noiselessly, 
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tm  A»  VM  dam  beUad  them.  They  had  stopped  again, 
nd  «m  k^Ei^f  iata^  tl  a  Aadowy  gray  aomething 
that  mofad  ift  ^  bottom  baiov. 

81m hand  tba BuaiHhe amitd «ha itta aay,  vMi  a 

smothered  lan^^: 

"It's  only  Barney  McGinn's  old  white  hone  takiqg  a 
drink  out  of  the  sluice-box.  He  often  does  that" 

Then  the  sheriff's  voice  said:  "McGinn's  horse  is  in 
town  to-night,  with  Barney  on  her  back.  Horse  or  no 
hone,  I'm  going  to"— the  rest  was  lost  in  the  swift 
•ctioB  with  wMOi  he  matdied  the  fireann  horn  the  first 
ipiakar,  dglitod,  aad  iial 

^  tia  itffl  irigiit  tta  mammim  aaaaad  torocktha 
ground,  and  roused  a  hnndxed  edioea.  It  startlad  and 
shocked  the  listening  girl,  but  not  so  much  aa  the  sound 
that  followed  it— a  cry  that  had  nothing  animal-like, 
and  that  sent  the  men  running  down  the  slope  tovaid 
an  object  that  lay  huddled  by  the  sluice-box. 

In  horrified  curiosity  Jessica  followed,  slipping  from 
■hadew  to  diadow.  She  saw  the  sheriff  kneel  down  and 
di«r  a  odBqpatd  aid  eflf^  hont^  ikfai  fiom  a  fignra 
whoaa  iliiev^  emmiBg  it  mmld  aeimr  <^oak  again. 

''So  it  waa  you,  aft»  all,  PMndeisMtP  fta  aberST 
said  contemptuously. 

The  white  faee  irtaxed  up  at  tiiOB,  YOMmoqi  md 
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Hm  ihiftt^  1^  had  been  making  a  swift  extmJiMk 
ika,  answered  the  panted  qnestion.  Ton  havt  M  tiat 
to  thinlc  of  that  now,"  he  said. 

A  sinister  look  darted  into  the  filming  yellow  eyes, 
and  hatred  and  certainty  rekindled  them.  Prendergast 
ftmggled  to  a  sitting  posture,  then  fell  back,  oonmlsed. 
*Viigh  Stinat  Ba  waa  tiia  cajy  ena  wiw  hmr—lMrr 
il  ma  doMk  ^a  dmtt,  tel  Im  gsllke  bail  of 
FnodnrgMif'  A  q^ana  distcrtad  bis  featnna.  "Wail 
^waitr 

He  fumbled  in  his  breast  and  his  fingers  brought 
forth  a  crumpled  piaea  of  pifai;  Ba  ttannHt  it  ii^  ilia 
sheriff's  hands. 

1xx>k!  Look!"  he  gasped.  **The  man  they  found 
murdered  on  the  claim  there" — ^he  pointed  wildly  up 
fte  lifflrida  *T)oetor  lieiaa»»  I  faoA  Mm  dying! 
Stina--'' 

Btm^  wm  M  M&ag  Mm.  Ba  «tiit  i«a&i  to 
speak,  but  osUy  inarticuhite  aomida  came  from  his 
throat. 

A  blind  terror  had  clutched  the  heart  of  the  girl 
kanisg  from  the  shadow.   "Doctor  Motean"— *'mur* 
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dered."   Why,  he  had  been  one  of  Hugh'i  iriendtt 
Why  did  this  man  couple  Hugh'i  name  with  that  wont 
of  erimef  ?  What  dreadful  thing  was  he  trying  to  t«U  ? 
Sm  birdly  repfMNd  «  deiin  to  acream  aloud. 
'*B§  mtM  iM       MQT,  VmOnpiKk,*'  aaid  the 

The  wNtM  an  gtawml  isnt  Ibr  •  Itrt  aM. 

His  voice  came  in  a  croaking  «yip«: 

"It  was  Stires  killed  him.  Morean  wrote  it  domh-r 
and  I— kept  the  paper.  Tell  Hugh— we  break— even  I" 

That  was  all.  His  head  fell  back  with  a  shiver,  and 
Emmet  Frendergast  was  gone  on  a  Icmfer  jonxmj  *>iwn 
tfir  liii  fVffnge  could  warm 
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TBB  BSNBQABB 

While  the  man  whom  the  town  knew  as  Hugh  Stires 
listened  to  the  tale  of  the  street  preacher,  another,  un- 
like yet  curiously  like  him  in  feature,  had  slowly  climbed 
the  hilly  slope  from  the  north  by  the  sanatorium  road. 
He  walked  with  a  jaunty  swagger  bred  of  too  frequtot 
applications  to  a  flask  in  his  pock^ 

Since  tl»  etenlBg  9i  the  mma^bom  tame  is  Hm 
chapel  witii  Harry  SandenRm,  Hn^  had  had  mote  md 
more  reoonrse  to  tiiat  Made  comforter.  It  had  grown 
to  be  hte  ennteat  companion.  When,  late  on  the  night 
of  the  game,  some  "miles  away,  he  had  gloatingly  counted 
the  money  in  his  pockets,  he  had  found  nearly  a  thou- 
sand dollars  in  double-eagles,  and  a  single  red  counter — 
the  last  he  had  had  to  stake  against  Harry's  gold.  He 
put  the  crimson  disk  into  his  pocket,  "to  remember  ite 
y^op  by,"  he  thought  with  »  diad^,  ^  itet  M 
for  each  of  the  coonten  Harry  had  w<m  be  bad  sworn 

way  forgot.  For  the  other's  podtkn  he  had  wttied  no 
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pity.  Harry  would  find  it  difficult  to  explain  the  mat- 
ter to  the  bishop !  Well,  if  it  "broke"  him,  served  him 
right !  What  business  had  he  to  set  himself  so  far  aboye 
every  one  else? 

For  Moae  time  ttowafter  Hu^  had  seriously  con- 
temjplated  going  abroad,  for  a  whcdesome  fear  liad 
dogged  ym  in  iigbl  fima  &iiel7  Hmmli^  W» 
weOa  he  liad  trarelled  hj  ni^  acannii^  tbe  daity 
newspapers  with  a  desparate  anxiety,  his  ears  Isam  to 
hue  anJ  cry.  But  with  money  in  his  pocket,  courage 
returned,  and  in  the  end  fear  lulled.  There  had  been 
no  witness  to  that  deed  on  the  hillside.  There  might 
be  snspidon,  but  no  more!  At  length  the  old-time 
attnwti(m  of  the  race-course  had  absorbed  him.  He  had 
followed  iiie  boiws  ia  **the  eirealt,''  winning  and  losing, 
coMortfa^  wifli  iiw  tipstra^  inrowii^  heavier  with  go- 
erous  living,  and  weloomii^  exdtemeut  and  change. 
But  the  ghost  of  Doctor  Iksen  faf^ited  h^  and  wm^ 
not  be  exorcized. 

Money,  however,  could  not  last  always,  and  a  persist- 
ent  run  of  ill  luck  depleted  his  store.  When  poverty 
again  was  at  his  elbow  a  vagrant  rumor  had  toid  him, 
with  the  nsnal  exaggerations,  of  the  rich  "find"  on  the 
I^fle  Payma^  Odai  ibwiky  Hooniain.  Too  late 
he  enzaed  the  zeaaoaliM  penie  thai  had  sent  him  into 


SATAK  SAITDEBSON 


flighi.  Had  the  ground  been  "jumped"  by  some  one 
who  now  profited?  Nevertheless,  it  was  still  his  own 
to  daim;  miiWEf'  kw  gsro  liim  a  year,  and  he  bad  1^ 
enoii^  posaeaMons  in  the  cabin,  be  thoni^i  cimning^y, 
to  diai^ixve  abandmimaii  He  dfeaded  a  i^nzn,  but 
msBk  nd  enpMity  at  laogtb  ovcteane  Us  lean.  He 
bad  amved  at  Smoky  Mountain  <»i  thia  ni^^  to  dalm 
his  own. 

As  he  walked  unsteadily  along,  Hugh  drank  more 
than  once  from  the  flask  to  deaden  the  superstitious 
dread  of  the  place  which  was  stealing  over  him.  On 
the  crest  of  the  ridge  he  skirted  the  sanatorium  grounds 
and  at  length  gained  the  road  that  twisted  down  toward 
tiie  ^^ita  oi  ^bs  tovs.  Ist  the  diAlsaa  wwKWil^^  he 
mfatocifc  the  nanrow  tndl  to  the  Knob  lor  ttt  lenrar  patti 
to  the  cabin.  As  he  turned  into  it,  tl»  reftai  oi  a  rifle 
came  faintly  from  the  gulch  below.  It  seemed  to  his 
excited  senses  like  the  ghostly  echo  of  a  shot  he  had 
himself  fired  there  on  a  night  like  this  lon|^  before — a 
hollow  echo  from  another  world. 

He  quickened  his  steps  and  stumbled  all  at  once  into 
the  little  clearing  tiiat  held  the  new<4m^  grave  ai^ 
Jmdea^  stthie.  %  teni&d  Ms  hoMeM 
imagination.  His  bahr  loae.  Ti»  name  m  fte  head- 
sloi»  nas  Bfomm,      tet  nii  hiimelf— i»y  »  ^host 
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of  hinuelf !— sitting  near !  He  turned  and  broke  into  a 
nm  down  the  steep  slope.  In  his  fear— for  he  imagined 
the  white  %iire  wm  pnmiing  him— he  tripped  and  fell, 
"gained  his  «eei»  nnhed  aertM  the  level  space,  threw 
his  weight  agunst  the  cabin  door,  and  bunt  into  the 
room.  '  ' 

A  dog  sprang  np  with  a  growl,  and  in  the  U^t  of  the 
fire  that  burned  on  the  hearth,  a  man  sitting  at  tiw 
rough-hewn  table  lifted  a  haggard  face  from  hit  aimt 
and  each  recognized  the  other. 

The  ghost  was  gone  now  before  firelight  and  human 
presence,  and  Hugh,  with  a  loud  laugh  of  tipsy  in- 
credulity, atood  staring  at  the  man  before  him. 

''Hany  SanderawP  he  erkd.  "By  the  great  horn 
spoon!"  His  rfiifty  q«  rarwyed  ^  oth«»B  flgure- 
the  corduroys,  the  hi|^i  laced  boots,  the  soft  Une  UmA 
shirt.  "Xot  exactly  in  purple  and  fine  line%»  he  atid-*^ 
the  impudent  swagger  of  intoxicatiot  i.ud  slipped  orcr 
him  again,  and  his  boisterous  laugh  broke  with  a  hic- 
cough. "I  thought  the  gospel  game  was  about  played 
ont  tiui  night  in  the  chapel.  And  now  you  are  flriUing 
to  take  »  Wnt  from  the  prodigal.  How  did  you  find 
ny  aalf  And  perhaps  >i  a  cm  ieB  me  who  has  been 
maUng  hiaadf  so  infenaily  at  horas  here  ItMjr* 
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Hugh's  glance,  that  had  been  wavering  about  the  neat 
interior,  returned  to  Harry,  and  knowledge  and  anger 
leaped  into  it.  "So  it  was  you,  ww  it?  YoaavBfhecoe 
iHio  his  Iteen  trying  his  litiid  M  ft  dafan-^raq^P  He 
hodied  tomi  ^  tiAle  and  temed  1^  tt.  Tve 
wtys  teaid  ilist  tiie  derU  took  care  of  his  own.  The 
rosaway  rector  Btumbles  on  my  manor,  and  with  his 
usual  luck— 'Satan's  luck'  we  called  it  at  college— steps 
in  just  in  time  to  strike  it  rich !" 

He  stretched  his  hand  suddenly  and  csiught  a  tiny 
object  that  glittered  against  Harry's  coat— the  little 
gold  cross,  which  the  other  had  ^  to  hk  watch-guard. 
The  thong  snapped  and  Hof^  seat  iiie  pe^biil  xftttUns 
across  the  doorway. 

"Yoa  trere  soraeaiillf  <rf  fthflfi^if  fwdl  a  parson," 
he  said  insdeBfi;.  yon  need  ^  jewelry 
now!" 

Harry  Sanderson's  eyes  had  not  left  Hugh's  face;  he 
was  thinking  swiftly.  The  bolt  from  the  blue  had  been 
so  recent  that  this  sudden  apparition  seemed  a  natural 
concomitant  of  the  situation.  Only  the  proUm  Wis 
no  longer  imminent;  it  was  upon  him.  Jea^  was 
for  him—be  had  accqited  that.  Thon^  the  ckek  n^ 
sot  feBttiftdbww^  lUa  wtt^  imisteliiid  hetoweo  ^^fit 
Yet  his  presoice  now  in  the  predicamoit  was  ii^atoar> 
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ble.  This  drunken,  criminal  maligner  had  it  in  his 
power  to  precipitate  the  climax  for  her  in  a  coarse  and 
brutal  expoa.  Hugh  had  no  idea  of  the  true  tangle, 
else  lie  liad  not  been  seen  in  the  town.  But  if  not  to- 
Bii^t,  &ai  tiMiMnnnr!  Harry's  heart  turned  cold  with- 
in him.  M  be  coold  eliminate  Hiij^  from  the  problem 
till  he  could  see  hk  vfty! 

"Well,"  aud  Eti{^  with  a  sneer,  "what  have  yoa  got 
to  say?" 

Harry  rose  slowly  and  pushed  the  door  shut.  **When 
we  last  met,"  he  said,  **what  you  most  wanted  was  to 
leave  the  country.'* 

*1  changed  my  mind,"  retorted  Hugh.   "I've  got  a 
rifi^t  to  do  that,  I  suppose.  I've  come  back  now  to  get 
wh«t  is  miiw,  nd  m  h»m  it,  tooP  He  npped  the 
with  Mb  kniid^ 

Hugh  had  no  nei^ketiQii  now  of  part  gennontiM. 
His  selfish  materialism  saw  only  money  Hak  ^o^^  bt 
his.  «I  know  all  about  the  strike/*  he  went  on,  **m3t 
there's  no  green  in  my  eye !" 

"How  much  will  you  take  for  the  property  ?" 

Hugh  laughed  again  jeeringly.  "That's  your  game, 
tt  it?  ^  I'm  not  snch  a  numskull  I  Whatever  you 
mM^kfti  ^  wwft  mm  to  me.  Yoo*ve  found  a  good 
thing  here,  and  jesei  like  to  skin  me  as  a  bntelier  ^kin§ 
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A  sheep.**  In  the  warmer  air  of  the  cabin  the  liquor  he 
had  drunk  was  firing  his  brain,  and  an  old  suspicion 
leaped  to  hie  tongue. 

**I  know  you,  Satan  Sanderson,**  he  sneered.  "You 
were  always  iiie  mom  j^ndotn  hypocrite  ia  llie  old 
pretending  to  be  lo  almi^ty  virtuous,  vhile  you  loMi 
o«t  f <nr  nsmber  oitt.  I  swr  fluouj^  yoo  then,  to«^  when 
yoa  we»  peeiiig  •§  my  friend  and  trying  your  best  all 
along  to  queer  me  with  the  old  man !  I  knew  it  well 
enough.  I  knew  whaithentieaw88»iool  Yon  wanted 
Jessica!  You — ** 

Self-control  left  Harry  suddenly,  as  a  ship's  sail  is 
whipped  from  its  gaskets  in  a  white  squall.  Before  tlMI 
words  could  be  uttered,  his  fingers  wct©  at  Hn^*^ 
tiiToai 

<mi^  a  hurried  knock  at  the  door  and  an  agitated 
vdto  that  dulkd  Harry*s  blood  to  ice. 

Hi«  hands  relaxed  tiieir  hold;  he  dragged  Hugh  to 
the  door  of  the  inner  room,  thrust  him  i3e,  shut  and 
bolted  it  upon  him. 

Thai  he  went  and  opened  t  j  outer 
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Jessica's  eyes  met  Harry's  in  »  kok  he  coaM  net 
translate,  save  that  it  held  both  yearning  uid  .iigBiilk. 

The  accusation  of  Prendergast  had  stunned  her  fso. 
ulties.  As  in  an  evil  dream,  with  the  low  breeze  smr. 
murmg  by  and  the  fitful  moon  overhead,  she  had  seen 
the  sherifl  riae  to  his  feet  and  methodically  put  the 
faMS»«t  <tf  paper  iato  his  podtet^ook.  A  moment 
later  she  wat  rwamg  up  the  d«k  path,  her  thoughts  a 
confusion  in  which  only  one  coherent  piwpoee  atood 
distmct~to  warn  him.  They  wtnM  te«r  »  need  to 
hasten.  If  the  man  she  loved  had  read»d  Oe  calnii, 
she  would  be  before  them. 

Not  that  she  believed  him  guilty;  in  his  lost  past 
there  could  be  no  stain  so  dark  as  that!  She  recalled 
ttel^rfperBonal  hatred  she  haa  once  surprised  on 
^feaStam^  ^  He  hated  Hugh,  and  dying,  had 
leftthiaMadtHeb^ld<»&>hknaiiikdiief.  Hewas 
innocent,  fiffloeratr  But  woaM  tte  charge  not  he  be- 
lieved?  TktfwmMm^i^ingidmimmU^ 
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town,  to  the  brick  jail  on  the  court-house  wiuare.  The 
community  was  prejudiced.  Inncx; 'ut  men  had  been 
convicted  before  of  crimes  they  never  oommitled.  In 
those  breathless  minutee  she  did  not  leawm  further} 
•he  knew  only  Alt »  Titil  dwfwr  tteettened  him,  and 
that  he  mnat  fly  fewn  it.  The  lifted  pane  had  told 
lier  tiM  occupant  of  the  cabin  had  returned. 

ihe  atood  before  the  door,  her  hands  clasped  tightly, 
her  eyes  on  Harry's  face,  even  in  this  crucial  moment 
drinking  in  thirstily  what  she  saw  there;  for  in  this 
crisis,  hanging  on  the  narrow  verge  of  catastrophe,  idien 
he  had  need  to  summon  all  his  store  of  p<^  and  con- 
tained strength,  his  look  melted  oftr  her  ia  »  naafc 
tendemew. 
**What  has  happei^dr  he  asked. 
Ht  M  no*  oi»  to  imsb  or  to  kiss  her,  but  this  she 
m  not  remember  till  afterward.  In  what  words  could 
she  tdl  him?  Would  he  think  she  believed  him  guilty 
ivHen  she  besought  him  to  lly  ?  She  answered  simply,  di- 
rectly, with  only  a  deep  appeal  in  her  eyes: 

"Men  will  be  here  soon— men  from  the  town.  I  otW» 
heard  them.  I  wanted  to  let  you  know  P  she  haitoW} 
it  had  grown  an  at  «ee  ffifficnlt  to  put  w«& 

«Comingba«?  Whyf 
«T0  ifficrt  a  mm  who  is  aeenaed  ol  mnxder." 
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If  her  eyes  could  have  pierced  the  bolted  door  a  few 
feet  nnyl  if  il,e  couM  have  seen  that  listening  face 
bdiiad  «  her  den  tent  fen,  grow  instinct  with 
recognition,  anuuement,  and  evil  snspidon— « look  that 
her  last  word  swept  into  a  aiekly  gmytem^t  If  sfaeeoQU 
have  heard  the  groan  froia  tiie  wietdied  man  b^ondl 

"Whose  murder?" 

"Doctor  Moreau's." 

In  all  Harry  Sanderson's  life  was  to  be  never  svdi  a 
moment  of  revealment.  He  knew  that  she  meant  him- 
"dl  Tb»  vmdaeet  of  Doctor  Moreau— Hugh's  one- 
time mmj  and  k>0M  associate,  who  had  shared  in  the 
plunder  of  the  finged  diaft,  and  had  Ooi  abandoned 
his  cafs^w  to  discoveiyt  ite  man  Hn^  ^  pto^ 
ised  to  "pay  oflf  for  it  some  timer  Had  Moieaa  also 
made  this  his  stamping-ground?    A  swift 
swept  him  of  Hugh's  hang-dog  look,  his  nervous  dnad 
when  he  had  begged  in  the  chapel  study  for  money  with 
which  to  leave  the  country.  It  did  not  need  the  smoth- 
ered gasp  from  behind  the  bolted  door  to  point  the  way 
to  the  swift  oondiui<m  Harry's  mind  was  racing  to.  A 
^  isifc  JiMHt  l9  »a  iradiead. 

Jessica  vailad  wHk  en^  breath,  seardiing  his 
countenance.  It  was  ii^  now,  but  he  mnst  know  thi^ 

she  had  not  eiwBtad  it--ttat  «f or  batter,  for  w«W!,»  Ae 
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moat  believe  in  him  now.  "I  knew,  oh,  I  kMvl*  ehe 
cried.  'Toa  need  not  tell  me  P* 
Tbe  ImU  «f  two  pMriooe  M  vtt*  ffm^  «^ 
MTCg*  ttottttfam  end  ft  eidbmeigiiw 
jwlwrnttfr  tgiwr«*,  her  Uiad  ^o'  ^«  painful 
dfoowmeni  that  wm  nwhing  upon  her— died,  and  left 
him  edd  and  ttill.  "No,"  he  said  gravely,  "I  am  not 
the  man  they  want.  It  has  all  come  back  to  me— tht; 
past  that  I  had  lost.   Such  a  crime  has  no  part  in  it." 

At  another  time  the  abrupt  news  of  this  retrieval 
must  have  affected  hrr  strangely,  for      liftd  ■uudulii 
much  concerning  the  zetam  <rf  thit  memory  tiiftt  ImM 
alike  their  early  love  and  hia  own  tragedy  and  shame. 
N«w,h(wef«,»giM*w«BtfagBiiqr«l>Mrf>^  He 
mnrt  go»  Mid  wi&oal  delay.  Her  lips  were  opened  to 
tptA  whm  he  dosed  the  door  behind  him  and  stepped 
quickly  down  toward  her.  At  all  odds,  he  was  thinking, 
she  must  not  see  the  man  in  that  inner  room  1  If  she 
remained  he  could  not  guess  what  shock  might  result 
"Jessica,"  he  said,  "you  have  tried  to  save  me  from 
danger  to-night  I  need  a  greater  lerviee  of  yoa  now; 
it  is  to  ask  no  questiona,  bnt  te  gui  * 
cx^ftiB  why,  hsA  yoa  mmi  wiib^  iw»  • 

«£ft^»  dw  cried  bitterly,  "jm  doB*t  hrfend  to  leave 
Tea  diMw  to  fiet  it,  and  ymi  ww*  *©  ^ 
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you  wtUy  want  to  apore  me,  you  wiH  got  Why,  you 

wonH  lMT«  BO  dunce  where  they  have  hated  you  ao. 

PlvudeigMi  VM  kilM  nil»bing  the  aluice  to-night,  and 

heUed-Ued-Hedl  Ht  nrow  ,««  did  it,  tad  they  wUl 
believt  IIP 

He  put  back  her  hwewlitug  huOb.  Hov  eoold 
rxplain?   Only  to  fei  bar  ismj^  gain  time  to 

think/ 

"Listen !"  she  went  on  wildly.  *«They  will  wait  to 
carry  him  to  the  town.  I  can  go  and  bring  my  horse 
here  for  you.  There  is  time!  You  have  only  to  send 
me  wofd,  and  I  will  follow  you  to  the  end  of  the  world ! 
Only  wy  J  awiilgor 

Hecn^atrwttnnr.  The  wrpeffiant  might  aem. 

"Very  well,«  he  aaid;  «briBg  him  to  the  1^  tntfl, 
and  wait  tlwre  for  me.** 

She  gave  a  sob  of  relief  at  his  aoqvienaDoe.  *I  will 
liurry,  hurry !»  she  cried,  and  waa  gme,  iwift  ti  ft  nral- 

low-flight,  into  the  darkness. 

As  he  reentered  the  cabin,  the  calmness  fell  from 
Harry  Sanderson  as  a  mask  drops,  and  the  latent  pas- 


tte  for  tte  wieli^  torn  who,  after  one  swift 
glance  at  hk  Uee,  gtmeOei  on  W»  iam  before  him. 


sobraed  mi  ihivering. 


"For  God's  Bokc,  Harry,  you  won't  give  roe  up?" 
Hugh  cried.  "You  can't  mean  to  do  that!  Why,  w« 
were  in  college  togetherl  Fd  hooi  AtbMag  io4d^ 
or  I  mndda't  have  idked  to  yon  M  I  did.  l*m  teker 
eiin#B0«»Binyt  Totteuihtwtiwd^  VUi^f 
ii  lo  yott  and  yoi^  grt  mil  ^  ii  Ot^  bl  ne  go 
btfoxe  fhay  eome  to  take  me !" 

Harry  drew  his  feet  from  tlic  frantic  hands  that 
clasped  them.  "Did  you  kill  Moreau  ?"  he  asked  ahortly. 

"It  was  an  accident,"  moaned  Hugh.  "1  never  in- 
tended to—I  swear  to  Heaven  I  didn't  I  He  hounded 
me,  and  he  tried  to  bleed  me.  I  only  measi  to  fri|^ten 
himoffi  Thea-ilteii-I  vaa  afndd,  md  I  ran  In  tt. 
Ttet  1MHI  wkm  I  COM  to  JM  at  Anitton  and  we 
pb^ed.**  Hn^'a  l»eath  cane  i»  gai^e  and  dnfa  of 
amat  ^eod  <n  hie  f  nehaad. 

A  weird,  crowuing  clamor  was  sweeping  through 
Harry's  brain.  When,  at  the  sound  of  Jessica's  voice, 
he  had  thrust  Hugh  into  t  he  inner  room,  it  had  been 
only  to  gain  time,  to  push  further  back,  if  by  but  a 
moment,  the  shock  which  was  inevitable.  Thrai,  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye,  Fate  M  tmept  tte  boex4 
wm^eaa  life  was  fecf^  He  woidd  aiaad  bo  ImP^ 
Mmen  )dm  and  Jeaiieal  The  enginery  of  the  law 
woold  ha  Mr  aavkr. 
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NeitlMr  crime  nor  penalty  was  of  his  making.  He 
«roi  Rm^  iiolhing--the  very  money  he  had  taken  from 
fmnd^  Mm  §  bnt  Umg,  had  gone  to  pay  his 
thkvoy.  HtoooldiiimBdwUiBtothtkir,  thentake 
Jessica  far  tviy  viMit  «it  fnHi  vwdi  onat  sMnll^ 
softened  by  distance  and  U|^iiM»d  kf  futon  htppiaiii. 
It  was  not  his  to  intervene,  to  cozen  Justice,  to  com- 
pound a  felony  and  defeat  a  righteous  Proridence !  Ho 
owed  mercy  to  Jessica.  He  owed  none  to  this  cringing, 
lying  thing  before  him,  who  now  reminded  him  of  that 
ehapd  gprns  that  had  rained  the  Beverend  Henry  San- 

"Wtewpli^r  Iwfduad.  ''Hoir  have  yon  aek- 
tied  yoar  delt--^  of  himor*  you  cooe  counted  so 
highly?  How  have  yon  lived  since  thenf  Have  ym 
paid  me  those  di^e  ol  daeeal        ym  ■titiwl,  mt 

lost?" 

Hugh  looked  past  lim  with  hollow,  hunted  gate. 
There  was  no  escape,  no  weapon  to  his  hand,  and  thoae 
eyes  were  on  him  like  unwavering  sparks  of  iron. 

^^vt  I  wiUP  be  exclaimed  desperately.  "If  you'll 
oa3y  hOj^  m  m  «f  m  Bve  straight  to  my  dying 
Yott  iaB?t  kmm  hem  Fve  sidteed»  Hiffiy,  or 
you'd  have  wm  laeiqr  m  me  aeirl  I  eaa  never  gel 
twaylnaittt  IMiwl^ I «m tedE «o4i^.  Nlghl 

m 


•  .1 


and  day  I  see  hira— Moreau,  as  I  saw  him  lying  here 
that  night  on  the  hillside.  He  hatinta  me  I  Y<m  Am*! 
know  what  it  meana  to  be  always  afraid,  to  wike  up  ia 
the  night  with  the  fed  of  handcvSa  on  your  wriBts,  t» 
knov  4^  waA  «  ti>Nr  ^  ^m^^  ftdkming  yon, 
following  yon,  never  letting  you  rert,  never  forgetting !" 
A  duddng  sob  bnrat  from  his  lips.  "Let  me  go»  Harty," 
he  pleaded ;  "for  my  father's  sake !" 

"Your  father  is  dead,"  said  Harry. 

"Then  for  old-time's  sake !"  He  tried  to  clasp  Harry's 
knees.  "They  may  be  here  at  any  minute!  I  mmk 
have  been  seen  as  I  crossed  the  mountain  I  I  thou^  it 
would  nefer  come  out,  or  I  wodan*th««eei»t  V&m 
&r  atm^  away.  Ill  go  to  South  Anasrica,  and  you 
will  never  tee  me  aKve  again,  neither  you  nor  Jemeal 
I  knew  her  v<A»  Juit  now— I  know  she's  here.  I  don't 
care  how  or  why !  You  don't  need  to  give  me  up  to  get 
her!  Ill  give  her  to  you!  For  God's  sake,  Harry, 
listen!  Jeaaicft  wouldn't  want  to  see  me  hung!  For 
her  sake!" 

Harry  caught  his  breath  sharply.   The  thmrt  had 
gone  deep;  it  had  sheared  through  the  spedons  argu- 
ments he  had  been  weaving.  The  commandment  that 
m  hoar  b^ioe  hai         tts^  M  Mteft  <^  tn 
}ug  ^eUdi  hunf  again  before  1^       had  coveted  hk 
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neighbrr-.  s^ifc.  This  man,  felon  as  he  wa»-pitiful 
hoaae  to  whom  the  news  of  his  father's  death  brought 
BO  flicker  of  sorrow  jr  remorse,  who  now  offered  to  bar- 
ter  Jamat  im  his  own  stfotyt-ie  himself,  however 
^^itiini^J»  m  irnsumy  wfmg^  Betwwa  them 
stood  the  accnsing  wndth  of  one  immortal  hoar,  when 
the  heart  of  love  hrif-erta^Mt  yg^^  UUi^ 

ered  Hugh  to  the  hangmu,  would  it  fag  &r  ia^» 

sake? 

The  scales  fell  from  his  eyes.   For  him,  loving  Jes- 
sica.  It  could  be  only  a  dastard  act  Yet  if  he  aided  the 
TOd  Bn^  to  escape,  he,  the  supposititious  Hugh  who 
0^  Mb  idi^  mask  continue  it.  He  must  second 
the  TilWBy,  «id  in  10  doing  play  the  cheaply  tragic 
part  He  mnrtpo»Mtn«scitted  murderer  before  the 
town  whose  good  opinion  he  hi^  feogtd  to  fiin-heftae 
Jessica  J-until  Hu|^i  had  had  time  to  win  sale  ewty ! 
He  might  do  even  more.   The  real  Hugh  woaM  BttmA 
small  chance;  even  were  the  evidence  not  flawless,  the 
old  record  would  condemn  him.   But  h-^  himself  had 
lightened  that  recc  -d.   He  had  gained  liking  and  sym- 
Pt%;  then  might  be  a  chance  for  him  of  acquittal. 
If  fliii  midway  bet  The  truth  then  need  never  be 

le  1^  belief  having  been  put 
oncein|oop«f^,needfeernomMe.  life  would  be  he- 
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fore  him  again,  to  pay  the  days  of  righteous  livinghc 
had  played  for  in  the  chapel  game,  to  reverse  the  «S«wd 
of  his  selfish  and  remorseless  career.  If  the  trial  went 
against  him-Hugh  would  have  had  hia  dunce,  would 
be  far  away.  He,  Harry  Saadfflwn,  wmM  mA  hten  be- 
trayed him,  A  htmdred  people,  if  he  dM»e  to  summon 
tteB,  wMdd  efbW&h  hfc  owa  ideality.  It  would  be 
cheating  jnaUee,  making  a  mock  of  law,  but  he  was  m  a 
podtiim  wh«e  human  statute  must  yield  to  a  higher  rule 
of  action.   The  law  might  punish,  but  he  would  have 
been  true  to  his  own  soul.   Jessica  would  understand. 
The  truth  held  pain  and  shame  for  her,  but  he  would 
have  tried  to  save  her  from  a  greater.  Aa&  U  wd* 
have  cancelled  his  debt  to  Hugh!  ^ 

It  was  the  Harry  Sai^enon  of  St.  James  pai^«< 
^  scnipulooa  coiww9iee-^ito»  cdlcge  career  as  S»- 
tan  Sanderson  bad  ctfflie  to  be  a  fiery  wre  in  his  breast- 

i^novqpoie: 

«Get  upP  he  said.  *'Have  you  any  money? 

Hugh  rose,  trembling  and  ashen.  "Hardly  ten  dol- 
lars,"  he  answered.  ^ 

Harry  considered  hastily.  He  was  almost  pennilesa; 
nearly  all  his  share  of  the  strike  had  gone  to  w^y  tiie 
forged  draft.  ''I  have  w»  ready  cash,*  be  "b^  «» 
aigbt  we  pUyed  in  the  diapel.  Ilefi  a  thoasMid  Adtare 
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in  my  study  safe.  I  have  not  been  there  since."  He 
took  p.  cU  and  paper  from  his  pocket  and  wrote  down 
some  figmw  hastny.  "Here  is  the  combination.  You 
miMt  try  to  get  that  money/' 

«W«t.-  he  ii^e^  „  Hii#*8  hand  wa.  on  the  latch. 
He  must  risk  nothing;  he  could  make  aaeurance  doubly 
sure.  «A  half-mile  from  the  foot  <rf  the  moantafai, 
where  the  road  comes  in  from  Funeral  Hollow,  wait  for 
me.  I  will  bring  a  horse  there  for  you." 

Hugh  crushed  the  paper  into  his  pocket  and  opened 
the  door.  "I'll  wait,"  he  said.  He  darted  out,  slipped 
armmd  the  comer  of  the  cabin,  and  stealthily  diaap- 
peaxed.  v  tr 

Wary  sat  down  upon  the  doorstep.  The  strain  had 

been  great;  in  tte  reaetkm,  he  was  fain^  and  a  mist  was 
before  his  eyes.  The  die  wa«  ea^  Hu^  could  eaefly 
^'cape;  until  he  himself  spoke,  he  would  not  even  be 

bunted.   He,  Harry  SaBdeiMi^w*  the  seapegw^  left 

to  play  his  part. 

How  long  he  sat  there  he  did  not  know.  He  sprang 
up  at  a  muflaed  sound.  He  had  still  a  work  to  do  before 
«iey  c«iie-*ir  Hugh  I  He  saw  in  an  instant,  however, 
»  was  Jeaiica,  leading  her  horse  by  the  bridle. 

n  mM  ti^  nMT  a»  him&gd.  «You  did  not 
ctau^  and  I  w»R  iMd  r 
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Mouvting,  he  leaned  from  the  saddle  and  took  both 
her  hands  in  his— still  he  did  not  kisB  her. 

"Jessica,  you  beliero  I  am  ianoceiitr  he  aatod  aax- 
ioudj. 

'Tea— year 

jm  h&m  1^  I  am  doing  is      tl»  best?" 

"Always,  alwi^P  die  whiapered,  her  wice  nbrating. 

"Only  go!" 

"Whatever  happens?** 
"Whatever  happens!" 

He  released  her  hands  and  rode  quickly  up  the  grassy 
path. 

As  she  stood  looKng  after  him,  a  dog'a  widae  came 
from  fte  cabin.  She  xw  and  iel««»d  tlie  ^aniel  tad 
took  him  up  in  her  arma. 

Aa  ahe  did  80  a  aparide  caught  her  eye.  It  came  from 
fte  tiay  foW  cwaa  lying  where  Hugh  had  flung  it,  near 
^  lighted  doorway.  She  picked  it  up,  looked  at  it  a 
moment  abstractedly  and  thrust  it  into  her  pocket- 
scarce  ccasciously,  for  her  heart  was  keeping  time  to 
the  silenced  hoof-beat  that  was  bearing  the  «tt 
loved  from  danger. 

Wheie  the  way  opened  into  the  i^oomy  cut  of  Funeral 
Bbllew,  Harry  diamoonted  and  went  f<ffWizd  alowly 
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•foo^  iMdiiig  the  hone,  till  s  figure  stepped  from  a 
clunp  of  biMto  to  meet  Idm  with  aa  ««ft|ftf!Mitio3  of  re- 
lief. Hugh  had  waited  at  the  teiidesfoai  k  ihiTering 
apprehension  and  dinnal  Bi^id<m  of  EtsafB  inten- 
tions, and  had  not  approached  till  he  had  (Xmrisced 
himself  that  the  otbor  came  akm.  He  wemg  Mmf» 
hand  as  he  said : 

"If  I  get  out  of  this,  I'll  do  better  the  rest  of  mj  life, 
I  will,  upon  my  soul,  Harry  I'* 

*Toa  mqr  not  be  able  to  get  into  the  chapel,"  said 
Haxrj;  **Biy  noms?*-^  hit  ehedc  bom  as  he  spoke 
—*'mMj  hb  oeBBfSA  fht  thn  rihuim  fhet  jiiu  fall,  Laii 
this/'  He  todt  off  iiie  ruby  ring,  whose  iaiwlaced  ini- 
tials had  once  fortified  him  in  his  &m  <tf  Hentity. 
"The  stone  is  worth  a  good  ded*  It  Aaaki  be  omu^ 
to  take  you  anywhere.** 

Hugh  nodded,  slipped  the  ring  on  his  finger,  and  rode 
quickly  off.  Then  Harry  turned  and  walked  rapidly 
back  toward  the  town. 
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FELDEB  TAKES  A  CABS 

The  sheriff  stopped  his  automobile  before  the  dingy 
telegraph  office.  The  street  had  been  ringing  that  even- 
ing with  more  exciting  events  than  it  had  known  in  a 
year. 

**I[e'a  off,"  he  said  dii^nurtedly  to  tiie  wm  irbo  lu^ 
curimisly  gathered,  '^murtlbnegotwiiidofiiwmfr' 
how,  and  he  had  a  torse  xeady.  We  traced  fba  ho(^- 
IshgiiB  frtmi  tiie  cabin  M  iar  ia  tito  HollMr.  Vm  goSag 
to  use  the  wire." 

**Thaf  8  a  lie !"  rumbled  an  angry  voice  behind  him, 
as  Devlin  strode  into  the  crowd.  "Hugh  Stires  gave 
himself  up  fifteen  minutes  ago  at  the  jail." 

"How  do  you  know  that?"  demanded  the  sheriff,  re- 
lieved but  chagrined  at  his  fool's-enrand. 

^'Becanae  I  saw  him  do  it,'*  answered  Devlin  snrUly. 

"WtSU  it  saves  trouUe  tat  me.  Th^  tidcfe  yoa, 
Felder,"  the  sheriff  adcted  ai^cally,  turning  toward 
ik»  lawyer.  "You're  a  sentimentalist,  and  he's  been 
your  special  fancy.  What  do  you  think  now,  eh  ?" 
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"111  m  you  what  /  think  »  said  Devlin,  his  big  hands 
woridB^  «^  iiiiiilc  m  «  dttuied  lie  of  Pwndcrgast's !" 

''Ol^  hoV*  exekdmed  tiie  dieriff  amvwdly.  Ton 
once  daiuied  {o  a  diffnort  ioaey  DerliaP 

The  blood  was  in  the  big,  loweri^  faee.  *I  did,'*  he 
admitted.  "I  went  up  against  him  when  the  liquor  was 
in  me,  and  by  the  same  token  he  wiped  this  street  with 
me.  He  stood  me  fair  and  he  whipped  me,  and  I  needed 
it,  though  I  hated  him  well  enough  afterwards.  An'— 
an'—" 

]^  gulped  painfully.  No  (me  spoke. 
Ifs  manj'i  the  time  usee  then  I've  wished  the  hand 
was  shriTelled  &al  heafvd  that  roek  at  h&n  la  the  nadt 

The  day  whrai  I  saw  my  bit  of  a  lass,  holdin'  to  the 
horse's  mane,  ridin'  to  her  death  in  the  Hollow— tti^— 
when  he  brought  her  back—"  He  stopped,  rtn^iBg 
with  himself,  tears  rolling  down  his  cheeks. 

"No  murderer  did  that!"  he  burst  out.  "We  gave 
him  the  back  of  the  hand  an'  the  sole  of  the  foot,  an' 
we  kept  to  it,  thou|^  he  fought  it  down  an'  Uved 
rtra^aa'  deee^  Be  sever  did  it!  I  don't  care  what 
thejrsi^t  ni8eeFieiid»gaBtiiihdlbel(»eI11bdieTe 
it,  or  any  dirty  paper  he  saved  to  swear  a  man's  life 
away." 

The  listeners  were  silent  No  one  had  ever  heard  sndi 
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a  speech  from  the  huge  owner  of  the  dance-haU.  The 
sheriff  lifted  a  cigar  before  he  Mid: 

"Thafi  all  right,  Devlin.  Wt  lU  mnimtaaA  j*m 
prejudices,  hut  I'm  afraid  tiiey  havent  mndi  wei^t 
wi^       mifi^  like  Kr.  Feldor'a  hare,  for  instance.'' 

''Excme  me,"  aaid  Feldcr.  "I  fear  my  prejudices  are 
with  Devlin.  Good  ni|^t»"  he  added,  moving  up  the 
street. 

"Where  are  you  bound  ?"  asked  the  other  casually. 
"To  the  jail,"  answered  the  lawyer,  "to  see  a  client— 
I  hope." 

The  sheriff  onittsd  a  lov  vhi^  "/ hope  theie'tt  be 
OBoni^  sue  mia  left  to  get  ft  jnxy  f  he 
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TBM  BAM])  AT  TR|  INX»| 

At  the  Bound  of  steps  in  the  jail  corridor  and  the 
hanh  grating  of  the  key  in  the  lock,  Harry  rose  hastily 
from  the  iron  cot  whereon  he  had  been  aitting  and  took 
a  step  fwvard. 

"Jtnietr  U  etdainwd. 

Sh»  came  toward  him,  her  bnttb  hnrried,  her  cheek 
pale.  Tom  R»ldert  laee  waa  at  her  ahooMer.  *^lia?e 
a  little  matter  to  attend  to  in  ibe  oiBce  »  he  a^  nod- 
ding  to  Harry.   **I  ahaU  wait  for  you  then.  Mia 

Holme." 

She  thanked  him  with  a  grateful  look,  and  as  he 
vanished,  Harry  took  her  hand  and  kissed  it  He  longed 
to  take  her  in  his  arms. 

**t  bend  of  it  only  at  noon,"  she  began,  her  voice  un- 
certain. «1  waa  afndd  they  would  not  let  me  see  you 
w  l  wi^telfe  l!^  51agr  iw»  eeying  on  the 
street  that  he  had  dfered  to  defend  yon." 

"I  had  not  been  here  an  hoar  iHien  be  eaia%*be  aidd. 

"I  know  JOB  ium  no  money,**  At  «««t  en;  **I 
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what  you  did  with  the  gold  you  found.  And  I  have 
begged  him  to  let  me  pay  for  any  other  caamA  \m  will 
name.  I  have  not  told  him— what  I  am  to  you,  hat  I 
have  told  him  tin*  I  tm  to  from  poor,  «iia  iliat  Bottl- 
ing conati  berfde  your  life.  H«  iiqw  yon  have  for- 
hiaden  him  to  do  thhH-foihidden  him  to  allow  any 
hAg  from  «liy  one.  Hugh,  Hu^l  Why  do  you  do 
ihli?  The  money  should  be  yours,  not  mine,  for  it 
ma  your  father's!  It  is  yours,  for  1  am  your  wifel" 

He  kissed  her  hand  again  without  answering. 

"Haven't  I  a  right  now  to  be  at  your  side?  Mayn*k 

I  tell  them?" 
HeahodthiihwwL  «Not  yet,  Jwriob" 
**I  must  obqr  yon,*  "he  said  with  a  wan  nnile,  **yet  I 
iroiddabmyonribimftMproiiiayMyoar  glory!  T<m 
•re  ftfaddng.me  wedt  and  despicable,  perhaps,  because 
I  wanted  yon  to  go  away.  But  women  are  not  m«a,  and 
I— I  love  you  so,  Hugh !" 

"I  think  you  are  all  that  is  brave  and  good,"  he  pro- 
tested. 

**I  want  you  to  believe,"  she  went  on,  "that  I  kw« 
yon  had  done  no  murder.  If  an  angel  from  Heavei 
had  ecane  to  declare  it,  I  wodd  not  have  bdieved  it  1 

on^  w«rt  aow  "to  miinilrad.'* 
**Wh«t  do  yon  not  understand  r  he  wtod  gra*ly. 
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She  half  t*  med  toward  the  door,  a»  she  said,  iu  a 
ym  kegr:  "Ltrt  night  I  waa  overwrought.  I  had  no 
time  to  nMOB,  or  em  to  be  gUid  that  ym  had  recov- 
eiwl  yo«r  amnoiy.  I  &ya|^  mUy  ei  ymt  eecaping 
somewhere— where  voqU  be  aafi^  asd  wbne  I  emtlil 
follow.  But  after  you  had  gone,  many  thinga  came 
hack  to  me  that  seemed  sfarange— something  curious  in 
your  manner.  You  had  not  Hcenied  wholly  surprised 
when  I  told  you  you  were  accused.  Why  did  you  shut 
the  cabin  door,  and  speaJc  so  low?  Was  there  any  one 
ebe  tim»  irhoi  I  cameP 

He  amted  hia  face,  but  he  difl  not  aaawer.  She  waa 
tieacBng  on  near  gtomA 

"My  horse  came  back  thia  afternoon,*'  ahe  ctmturaed. 
"He  had  been  ridden  hard  in  the  night  aai  hk  feiA- 
were  cut  cruelly  with  ft  whipw  Yon  ml  me  Um, 
but  some  one  did." 

She  waited  a  moment,  still  he  made  no  reply. 

"I  want  to  ask  you,"  she  said  abruptly,  "do  you  know 
who  killed  Doctor  Moreau  ?" 

Hia  Uood  <&iUed  at  the  qneatkm.  He  looked  down 
at  her  i^eechleM.  **Yott  mnat  kt  me  speak, '  d»  aaid. 
"You  won't  answer  thai  Thai  you  do  know  who  really 
did  it.  Ok,  I  ham  &OQ^t  so  mi^  amee  Im^  mS^t 
For  some  reaaon  ymi  are  shieldu^  yni.  Waa  H  the 
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man  who  was  in  the  cabin— who  rode  my  horae?  I£  lie 
is  guilty,  why  do  you  help  him  off>  tsd  m  ailw  ^/omtlt 
partly  guilty?* 
He  tooind  aovBit  Iwr  ukd  pvi  ft  tofsr  oi  te 

yon  vmild  belicre  what  I  did  wm  for  »ie  best  ?" 

"But  I  thought  then  you  were  going  away  I  How 
can  I  believe  it  now  ?  Why,  they  hang  men  who  murder, 
and  it  is  you  who  are  accused !  If  you  protect  the  real 
murdc-er,  you  will  have  to  stand  in  his  place.  Th« 
whole  town  believes  you  arc  guilty — I  tee  it  in  aH  tilrii 
faces.  They  are  sorry,  many  of  Uteoiy  f<w  tiwy  doal 
hale  yoa  aa  ^ey  Ittd,  bnt  ikey  Aink  yott  did  ii  Bva 
Mr.  Felder,  fhoii^  I  have  told  him  what  I  suapeet,  uu 
^01^    la  wflridi^  Bev  to  teinid  ycm  t" 

"jMsica,**  he  urged,  "you  must  trust  me  and  hat" 
faith  in  mo.  I  know  it  is  hard,  but  I  can't  explain  i 
you !  I  can't  tell  you — ^j  et — why  I  do  as  I  am  dcin|b  bu 
you  must  believe  that  I  am  right.** 

She  was  puzzled  and  confused.  When  she  had  pu 
this  and  that  together,  guided  by  her  intuition,  the  ea 
daakm  that  1m  knew  tiie  guilty  am  had  Inwight  a  hag 
xdief  .  Now  thfa  fen  into  diaaxn^.  She  Idt  beneat 
jip  maimef  s  kshi  «  appeal,  m  wBpKK&asm,  wMn^ 
hidden  ^ly  for  her-«  though  ilw  dnger  were  hii 
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irat  bis,  lad  ihe  tho  one  caught  in  thia  oitMtro^M.  Bhe 
leiM  ft  lilm  pdi  aai  iiitmugfai 
Ton  ipadt  it  If  p«  mm  •ony  lor  flif  ihe  said, 

not  inrcddngw  WmI  |«i  itaeir  imt  eonw 

out,  only  yon  en^  M  SfMHt^«  Ml  mm  cithtrP 

Ih  that  it?" 

A  wave  of  {ecVwr  paswd  over  ITnrrv,  of  hopekn  long. 
ing.  Whichever  way  the  issue  turned  there  was  anguiih 
'or  heiw.for  ahe  loved  him.  If  he  were  a( quitted,  she 
wait  km  ibai  put  Io\  .  i  ■.  them  had  i)een  illicit, 
tint  praMil  hm  wu  Atme,  and  future  love  an  im- 
poMibiHty.  ei»rfe*e4aM«niwlteiddtdte*ia  the 
bitter  kaoidedge  tbat  her  bnabaod  in  very  trati  «•§  a 
murderer,  doomed  te  hak  in  bi^i^  ae  le^^  m  ^fwlfht 
live.  Yet  not  to  reassure  her  now  waa  cradiy. 

"It  is  not  that,  Jessica,"  he  said  gravely;  "yet  yon 
must  not  fear  for  me— for  my  life.  Try  to  believe  me 
when  I  say  that  some  time  you  will  undeiatand  and 
know       I  ^  only  what  I  must." 

"WH  &at  btaeettP  1^  asked. 

**!  tiiak  it  mi^  be  aooa,"  he  raawered. 

Her  face  Kitted.  The  and  dread  lilted.  «0h, 
then,  "  she  attd— <^  ^a^  l  iMaet  le  I  em 

not  ahue  jtm  &oiq^  nor  yonr  secii^  and  I  mnat 


rebel  at  that.  You  mtwta^t  Wame  me-I  wouldn*t  be  • 

woman  if  I  did  Bot-bol  I  te«  y»«  aw"  ^  ^ 
in»ld,aBdIAtUbelie«sttetyMiki»owbe8t.  Hugh," 

d»  added  »my,  *^  ywi  bior  th«t--yo«  hawn't  1^ 

Before  her  upturned,  pleading  eyes  and  trembling 
lips,  the  iron  of  his  purpose  bent  to  the  man  in  him, 
and  he  took  her  into  his  arms. 
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A  frosty  gloom  was  over  the  city  of  Aniston,  moon 
and  rtiw  bidden  by  a  d«ady  sky,  from  which  a  light 
MKW— 4be  first  of  the  season— was  sifting  down.  The 
streets  were  asleep;  only  occasional  belated  pedcstriant 

were  to  be  seen  in  tbe  <AO]y  tfar.  fEliew  aav  a  iram*  bit 
face  muffled  from  the  snowflakes,  pasi  bvniedly  toward 

the  fountained  square,  from  whose  steeple  two  ^doA 
was  just  striking.  The  wayfarer  skirted  the  square, 
keeping  in  cover  of  the  buildings  as  though  avoiding 
cbance  observation,  till  he  stood  on  the  pavement  of  a 
Ckrtbio  ebapri  frmtting  tbe  open  space. 

Here  he  panaed  and  j^anoed  furtively  about  bim.  He 
could  M»  Oie  eninnoe  to  ^  a^iiala'f  study,  at  which 
he  had  so  often  Icnodced  and  the  grcrt  fne-window  of 
the  audience-room  where  be  bad  (mce  gimed  w^  Harry 

Sanderson.  Thia  was  the  baOding  he  Bort       MIe  a 

thief. 

On  the  night  of  his  flight  from  Smoky  Mountain, 
Hugh  bad  ridden  bard  till  dawn,  abandoning  tbe  hone 
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to  find  its  way  bade  Mbert  ikn^  HkHea  i»  »  «»« 
xetNtt,  he  had  ihroai^  the  next  day,  to  leeom- 
meace  Wa  ^mnie|iiig  afc  mf^tfaU.  He  had  thus  been 
oUiged  to  make  haate  slowly  and  had  lost  much  valuable 
time.  For  two  days  after  his  arrival,  he  had  hung  about 
outside  the  town  in  a  fever  of  impatience;  for  thc^ugh 
he  had  readily  ascertained  that  the  premises  were  unoc- 
cupied, the  first  night  he  had  been  frightened  away  by 
the  too  zealous  scrutiny  of  a  policeman,  and  on  the  neit 
he  had  oeen  unable  to  force  *»or.  That  mcnoiiig  he 
had  secured  a  skeleton4sey,  and  now  the  weather  was 
propitiona  for  M»  parpcae. 

After  ft  momffl»t*8  reconnd»ering,  he  scaled  the  f  rost- 
ftetted  ixm  palinfs  and  gained  the  shelter  of  the  porch. 
He  tried  the  key  anxiously ;  to  his  relief  it  fitted.  An- 
other minute  and  he  stood  in  the  study,  the  door  lodced 
behind  him,  his  veins  beating  with  excitement. 

He  felt  along  the  wall,  drawing  his  hand  back  sharply 
as  it  encountered  the  electric  switch.  He  struck  a  wax 
fusee  and  by  its  feeble  ray  gazed  about  him.  The  roam 
looked  as  it  had  always  todted,  with  Harry»B  bodn  on 
tiie  didwa,  and  his  heavy  waDdng-stick  in  the  comer, 
mi  fliBie  i«abi^  »*«»^  ^  substantial  iron 

safe  that  hdd  his  own  ransom.  Crondiing  down  before 
%  be  took  item,  bis  pocket  the  paper  vgrni  whidi  was 
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»rf«iB  combiiiation;  ten  to  the  right,  fiye  to  flw 
Irft,  twice  aiaeieen  to  the  right— 

The  natch  aeon^  hie  ili,ge«,       he  lighted  an- 
other  and  begait^toii^j^   The  loc*  bore  botii 
figures  and  letten  in  amcentric  riagi,  and  he  lar  flirt 
the  seven  figures  Harry  had  ynmm  iemei  m  wnd. 
Hugh  dropped  the  match  with  a  smoth«ed  exeUmiatioii, 
for  the  word  was  Jessica!   So  Harry  really  had  loved 
her  m  the  old  days !  Had  he  profited  by  that  wedding- 
day  expulsion  to  make  love  to  her  himself?  Yet  on  the 
night  «rf  «»  gMBe  with  Harry  in  the  chapel  the  house 
ia^mpemm  htm  domitniduk.  How  had  she 
coaetobein^ioky  Monntaiii?  His  ftthw  was  dead 
-fio  Harry  had  said.  Hso,fl»a«Berh«l  ^tol«r. 
no  doubt.  Well,  at  aiqr  itte,  Ae       aewr  b«l  «^ 
thing  to  him  and  he  was  no  dog-in-the-mmier.  Wlurl 
he  needed  now  was  the  thousand  dollars,  and  hen  If 
was.  He  swung  the  massive  door  wide  and  took  out  the 
canvas  bag.  With  this  and  the  ruby  ring-it  must  easily 
be  mm  as  much  again— he  could  put  the  round  world 
between  himaell  and  ei^tiiie. 

He  ckmd  flie  itiB,  tad  wi&  the  bag  of  coin  in  his 
hand,  groped  We  in^  tB^  iBw  of  file  It  wis 

less  dark  there,  for  fl»  snow  wis  nakiiig  » iHnte  aiglH 

otttsidi^  uid  Am  itoM  giM  eart  ft  WW  ^iBBHT  aeiiii 

Hi 


SATAN  SANSEI^N 


the  aisles.  He  could  almort  see  himself  and  Harry  Stti- 
derson  aitiiiig  in  the  cuidte-]i|^t  at  the  etHiuiiiiiiifn 
tahie  iaside  the  attar^,  almost  bear  the  miuical  chink 

cf  &e  foldl  Hit  hud  wairfaed  to  his  pocket,  where 
%  the  oee  wax  wafw  he  had  kept  as  a  pocket-piece.  At 
^  altar  he  had  sworn  to  pay  a  day  of  clean  living  for 
eadi  of  the  counters  he  had  lost.  He  had  not  kept  that 
oath,  and  now  vengeance  was  near  to  overtaking  him. 
He  shuddered.  He  had  turned  over  a  new  leaf  this  time 
in  earnest,  and  he  would  make  up  for  the  harai^  fowl 

But  meanwhile  he  greatly  needed  deep^  and  to^o^ 
intheopentiurtwaioBtof tiieepieition.  Hecwildgidn 
aeveral  geod  ho«^  leet  iiheiehe  was,  ai^  fUU  get  away 
hebm  daybreak.  He  drew  together  the  altarKsushions 
•id  lay  down,  the  canvas  bag  beside  him,  but  he  was 
eM,  and  at  length  he  rose  and  went  into  the  vestry  for 
a  surplice.  He  wrapped  this  about  him,  and,  lighting  a 
cigarette,  lay  down  again.   He  was  very  tired,  but  his 
limbs  twitched  from  nervousness.  He  lighted  one  cifW» 
ette  after  another,  but  sleep  was  coy.  He  tried  to  woo  it 
with  ncmsense  rhymes,  but  tte  Vam  n&  tafB&w.  Hi 
tried  the  remedy  of  his  taXbm,  preeo^nn  cWMhood— 
the  coonting  of  innnmentble  Aeep  as  they  leaped  the 
ABB  by  one;  bttt  aaw  all  of  the  sheep  were  black. 
There  came  before  his  eyes,  uncalled,  the  portrait  of  his 
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M  mo&«,        l«d  hmig  at  home  in  the 

w«u«cated  laaiy.  &  te  mwioiy  hi.  fwj^  buUt 
his  very  chapel.  He  wwideied  agriii  whether  d»  had 

looked  like  the  pictnre. 

A  softer  feeling  came  to  him.  She  would  be  aeny  if 
she  could  know  his  plight.  Perhaps  if  she  had  lived  hi. 
Ufe  might  have  been  different.  Slow  tears  stole  down 
his  Cheeka^not  now  of  affected  sentimentalism,  or  of 
^erical  aelf-pify,  but  warmer  drops  from  some  deeper 
weU  ^  M  net  ovnflowed  since  he  was  a  little  boy. 

If  he  had  the  chance  he  would  Kfe  ftoBi  now  on  so  that 
ifshewereaHvesheaeedaotbeaAttwd!  Thepromise 
he  made  himself  at  tiiat  mme^  was  aa  heMater  one 
than  all  his  selfish  years  had  known,  for  it  sprang  not 
from  dread,  but  from  the  better  feeling  that  his 
ity  had  trampled  and  denied.  He  felt  a  kind  of  peao^-. 
the  fliit  real  peace  he  had  known  since  his  school-day»- 
«Bd  w^  k  drowsiness  came  at  last.   With  the  drops 
«t  «  «s  dieek,  foigetfiOness  found  him.  In  a  few 
minutes  h»  was  sleeping  heavily. 

The  iBBt  h^^mmmamA  e^nette  dropped  from  his 
relaxmg  fingers  to  the  end^  i^HmAm  ami^ 
ing  nest  of  fire.   A  tiny  tongue  «rf  flan»  caa^  the 
edge  of  a  wall-hanging,  ran  up  to  the  dry «!« 
and  speedily  ignited  them.  In  fifteen  minnto.  the  arte- 
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rior  of  the  chapel  was  a  mMi  of  flame,  voA  Wa0i  wefce 
gasping  and  bewttderadL 

With  »  cry  of  tim  he  i^nag  to  hia  feet,  leized  the 
hag  <rf  coin  tad  nm  to  the  door  of  the  study.  In  his 
liaate  he  etiaiMed  agaiiiat  it,  and  the  dead-loclc  snapped 
to.  He  was  a  prisoner  now,  for  he  had  left  the  skeleton- 
key  in  the  inside  of  the  outer  door.    Clutching  his 
treasure,  he  ran  to  the  main  entrance ;  it  was  fast.  He 
tried  the  smaller  windows;  iron  bars  were  set  acroaa 
them.   He  made  shift  to  wrap  the  mrplice  ihmit  Wi 
mouth,  against  the  stifling  arndte  end  toy  ^ 
bag  dropped  fm  hk  hii^  md  the  fdd  wlkd  iboi^ 
tiie  fleer*  He  itooped  mi  dntdied  »  handful  of  the 
coim  and  erammed  than  into  his  pocket.  Was  he  to 
#B        all  like  this,  caught  like  a  rat  in  a  trap  ?  In 
hii  panic  of  terror  he  forgot  all  necessity  of  conceal- 
ment; he  longed  for  nothing  so  much  as  discovery  by 
those  whose  cries  he  now  heard  filling  the  waking  street 
Many  voices  were  swelling  the  clamor  thete.  Belk  wete 
pealing  a  terror-tongued  alarm,  but  those  on  the 
saw  that  the  itfoetrae  waa  (boned,  tt^^  aerewaaei 
dcq»erately,  but  the  ro«p  «rf  tte  fcanea  of«head  aad 
tiie  aapy  (^a^Uag  <rf  ti»  ^oodwo*  drowned  all  else. 
*S^  Wud  ^Bhen  were  snapping,  the  muffling  surplice 
ma  aooidiiBg,  a  thonaand  lumiaooa  pcasta  about  him 
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were  bait&ig  ii^  ilw  ia  ^  siefceBiiig  huL  He 
pounded  with  all  his  mi|^  optm  &e  dew  fm^  M 
in  vain.  Who  outside  could  have  inmgjnfd  that  « 
human  being  was  pent  within  that  fiery  furnace  ? 

Uttering  a  hoarse  cry,  with  the  strength  of  despair, 
Hugh  wrenched  a  pew  from  the  floor  and  made  of  it  a 
ladder  to  reach  the  rose-window.  Mounting  this,  he 
bttt  imiiBtXiy  iriih  hia  fiat  upon  the  painted  glass. 
The  etjM  ahivowd  ben«ith  Uw  blovi,  and  clinging  to 
the  im  mgtmUt,  ik  baud  burnt  to  Urn  ak^  be  lefe 
hia  face  to  ibe  apcrtne  end  in»  e  gn^^  bntSi  of 
the  awee^  oold  air.  In  hia  agony,  witb  tbit  fieiy  bdl 
opening  beneath  him,  he  could  lee  tte  Miead  piefie 
watching  from  the  safety  that  was  so  near. 

"Look I  Look!"  The  sudden  cry  went  up,  and  a 
thrill  of  awe  ran  through  the  crowd.  The  glass  Hugh 
had  shattered  had  formed  the  face  of  the  Penitent 
Thki  in  ibe  windwr-design,  and  hia  ontatretched  arms 
ftted  titoae  d  the  figure.  It  waa  as  ikoag^  by  boom 
ghastly  mirade  tiw  painted  featozea  bad  euddenly 
sprung  into  life,  tbe  baggvd  cfee  <9«Md  ta  mppai. 
The  watchers  gaaped  in  amaumMmt. 

The  flame  was  upon  him  now.  He  was  going  to  his 
last  account— with  no  time  to  alter  the  record.  But  had 
not  his  sleeping  vow  been  one  of  ref  onnation  ?  He  tried 
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to  iSakk  fUt  lo  tiw  tol  faMTenB,  Imt  lU  tiw  qieUbomd 

watchers  heard  was  tiie  cry :  **Lord,  Lord,  remember — " 
And  this  articulate  prayer  from  the  crucified  malefactor 
filled  them  with  a  superstitious  horror.  In  the  crowd 
more  than  one  covered  his  face  with  his  hands. 

All  at  once  there  came  a  shout  of  warning.  The  wall 
q)ened  outward,  tottered  and  felL 

l%eB  it  WM  fhti  Hnr  tiw  wri&ing  figure,  tangled 
in  ^  twkled  kid  hm  of  iSb»  meeiBd  low^wlnigy. 
Shielding  their  faces  from  the  uBenduraUe  best,  they 
tmAti  mA  bote  it  to  lafety,  laying  it  on  the  crisp, 
snowy  grass,  and  touring  off  iS»  i^Pigsd  nd  ooMidag 
ministerial  robes. 

Judge  Con  well  was  one  of  these.  In  the  flaring  con- 
fusion he  leaned  over  the  figure — ^the  gleam  of  the  ruby 
ring  on  the  finger  caught  his  eye.  He  bent  forward  to 
look  into  the  drawn  and  distorted  face. 

''Good  God  r  he  said.  "It's  Harry  Sanderson  P 
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A  D4T  lei  Vm  WHOM 

In  communities  such  as  Smoky  Mountain  the  law 
moTes  with  fateful  rapidity.  Harry  had  been  formally 
arraigwd  the  aeeood  morning  after  his  self-surrender 
and  had  pleaded  not  guilty.  The  Grand  Jury  was  in 

had  been  no  imtm  for  idijr.  All  mceasaxy  witiueses 
for  the  state  were  on  ti»  gnraod*  and  Fdder  for  Ua 
part  had  no  others  to  anmaion.  So  that  when  Doctor 
Brent,  one  keen  forenoon,  swung  himself  off  a  Pullman 
at  the  station,  returning  from  his  ten  days'  absence,  he 
found  the  town  thrilling  with  the  excitement  of  the 
first  day  of  the  trial.  Before  he  left  the  station,  he  had 
learned  of  Pimdergaa^a  fteeth  and  accusation  and  knew 
ti»l  Two.  Feider  had  eome  to  the  priscmer'a  deloiae. 

Docfaar  Brent  had  talcen  no  rtodc  in  the  yoong  law- 
yer's view  of  Hugh  Stirea.  Ti»  iB^oH^  ^  |»i 
witnessed  on  the  mountain  road— it  had  tnmUed  hfan 
•luring  his  trip— had  been  to  him  only  another  chapter 
in  the  hackneyed  tragedy  of  roniantic  wiMnaiihrod  flat- 

319 


tered  by  a  rascal.  He  was  inclined  now  to  la;  the  cham- 
j^ondiip  much  to  interest  i&  Joirieft  m  in  tttt  mtt 
^Hm>  had  won  hex  \of9. 

He  wallBBd  iiioi^itfdfy  to  hit  :MeBd'i  dMOfM 
tsA  leaving  Us  mit-eiie  tliei^  betook  binadi  to  the 
filled  court-room,  where  Smoky  Mountain  had  gathered 
to  watch  Felder's  fight  for  the  life  and  liberty  of  the 
man  who  for  days  past  had  been  the  center  of  interest. 
The  court  had  opened  two  hours  before  and  half  the 
jury  had  been  selected.  He  found  a  seat  with  some 
difficulty,  and  thereafter  his  attention  was  given  first  to 
tiie  bo^  whm  tiie  jammer  and  seotoid  to  a  dudr 
dow  to  ^  tailing  be^  ]&■.  Htllofin%  fiken  ft  girP^ 
face  glimmered  paldy  nnto  a  li|^i  veQ. 

Tomvd  tyi  ^air  the  hmdxeda  of  eyes  In  the  Toom 
that  morning  had  often  turned.  Since  the  day  Mrs. 
Halloran  had  surprised  Jessica  at  work  upon  the  rock 
statue,  she  had  kept  her  counsel,  but  as  the  physician 
had  conjectured,  the  monument  had  been  stumbled  upon 
and  had  drawn  curious  visitors.  Thus  the  name  on  the 
grave  had  become  common  property  and  the  coinddenee 
bad  been  duM«ed  of.  ISiat  Jesnea  bad  ^is^ed  Ibe 
tkiUm  was  not  dmd^led— d»  had  boog^t  tte  tools  fa 
lBiP%  am  dd  "IhiS^  Wirt^  the  MadBBdtb,  had  di8ip>» 
ened  them  for  her.  The  story  Prendei^ut  bad  told  in 
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the  genefal  itore,  too,  bad  not  been  forgotten,  and  the 
•U  aht  htd  giTcii  tht  Ismtricken  man  had  acquired 
ft  new  ttgniieuMe  in  itoe  of  knowledge  that  she 
had  man  tlm  owst  biM  aMtoi  tD  tiit  |idl  wHii 
Felder.  No  one  is  Bmtkf  UmMa  wM  htm  vm- 
tured  to  "pnmp*'  the  lawyer,  and  the  town  hid  I>«b  iwi 
mindful  of  its  manners  to  catechise  her,  but  it  hti 
buzzed  with  theories.  From  the  moment  of  the  opeoJag 
of  the  trial  she  had  divided  interest  with  the  prisoner. 

The  first  appearance  of  the  latter,  between  two  depu- 
tia^  had  mad  »  nmnnur  of  surprise.  In  the  weeks  of 
vbdeMBM  m  ma  mamimii  air,  the  sallow,  haggard 

look  tiirt  H«sy  iMrf  to  th»  twm  had  gradually 

faded;  hia  itq>  had  giowa  mm  dmHe,  Ui  <Mr  rud- 
dier, his  eye  a  clearer  Um.  Th»  wm  m  Uf  tm^  had 
become  less  noticeable.  Day  by  day,  he  hftd  beeo  pok- 
ing back  to  the  old  look.  The  beard  and  mnatadit  bow 
were  gone;  the  face  they  saw  was  smooth-shaven,  calm, 
alien  and  absorbed.  He  had  bowed  slightly  to  the  judge, 
shaken  hands  gravely  with  Felder  and  sat  down  with  a 
fdd^  fi^iV  smfie  at  the  quivering  face  behind  the 
veil  He  haaieoiiedrf^  tiwette  one  who  had  least 

Yet  beneswlt  tfatl  Bnrifc  af^iitaHl 
was  stretched  emy  aoHO  icatiTe. 

SIS 


In  tlie  interviews  li«  Iwi  liti  «Mi  bis  clM  VtM» 
bud  been  pwM  tad  soi^riiMii.  1^      «w  tnA» 
ite  be  btd  fiwt  ceiw  to  fai*  defease  k  bad  been  sot 
irtft  xwwfato  oi  ^  bMHwniii,  bat  with  >  b^  in 
ttft  }MMi^  idltni  # Mtis  ^  law's  pf^n^lty 
seem  ewesaivo  and  Bupeferogatory ;  in  fine,  that  what- 
cvpr  he  might  have  iIok  rv('<l  when  lu;  'lid  it— assur  inj,' 
that  he  ditl  it— he  di<i  not  dp-^ervo  hangin-  now.  But 
the  man's  manner  had  made  nim  lean  more  and  more 
vifOD.  un  assumption  of  actual  innocence.  In  fbe 
trfpi  discarding  Jtumm**  wning,  be  bed  meatf^i 
Ijiil  uiMMifiriiM   TbeMVMoertaii^gsiMeafr  Usee 
mb  ltae»  to  bit  JMt  Itfe  peittiai  ke<^.  It 
btti  ham  wm        to  i»  tiie  wry  bert  pMnble  for  r 
pMWBfttid^  fiilty  ma&~4»  get  him  off  against  t  >e 
evidenee  if  he  could;  it  was  a  ymt\y  difero  t  tl.  to 
defen<!  one  w^  om  he  believed  actiie%  pMsJfib=.  ag.  Jt 
damning  circnmstance. 

With  the  filling  of  tlie  ^-box  ^  e^  a^esnd 
fer  au  hour  and  Doctor  9m^-  t        *      iineaerrs  fif- 

prtetwifT  mm  tfiVft  ^  ^  ^ 

tor  kodiet  baat%  et  tto  ifeiMm  -41^  E  - .  ' 
tirtii  Ml  «<  bie  «ffud  «i%s^j  by  i  ^  '  ^  ^f  ti 
cmrded  dieii^iiinin  le^ig       b^   l«i  fp«^ 
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Mfcm  i^Mi^  MM  £b  indkid  bMk  to  the 

opeaiaf  by      district  ttlDnKsr;  Mii^  iq^  vm  m 

U-\vi\  .  nd  the  real  botaaM  of  tie  (Uf^  k^w  irfli  tte 

<  ircnfHH*  n  Olj  jK  aking,  the  evidence  was  flawlesa. 
!>.  MT  V  n,  w  '  little  known  and  liked,  had 
figured  in  -  h  m  a  ]"  nnoter  and  a.,  iivcntor  of 
gglfe  ,  ttd  come  there  with  Hugh 
S^^'  ^ttB  Stottbi^ile^  «L  iii  kid  had  i  bnsinesn 
psFife  ihoft  dmtiia.  That  had  keen  M 

u«tween  then  there,  m  the  Iiitar  had  Mft 
!      ^    The  priMner  had  preSmpfed  the  daim  on 
lokj  Mountain  in  an  abortive  "booa"  wuiA  Moreau 
i  engineered,  and  over  whose  pro*  pair, 

believe^!,  had  fallen  out   He  had  use  the 

«K  i  phrase,  "swapped  the  devil  witch," 
^  iai  ttkm  19  with  Fkraclaigast,  who  ...c  laanner 
of  »is  (M  had  toaOj  justified  a  ^  record  in 

orfiir  liilfe  Soon  after  this  bnak  Hng^  syni  iai 
vanished.  On  the  chy  Mkmk^  1^  kat  nnraaranro  ia 
the  town,  the  body     Moreau  had  bees  zouad  SB  the 
Little  Paymaster  Claim,  shot  by  a  coiraid^ 
Jirou^  the  back— a  fut  which  pnelsded#ie  pnattiHtj 
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that  the  deed  hid  been  done  in  adf-ctefenw.  ThwewM 
erideiiee  tiiii  he  had  dkd  a  pdiiM  and  lingeriag  detfii. 
Sa^eka  had  ttalioa]^  pdnted  io  tiw  wiidied  man, 
aad      f^pl^im  had  groim  unlil}  after  some  months' 
abaeoee,  he  had  retarned,  alleging  that  he  had  lost  his 
memory  of  the  past,  to  resume  his  life  in  the  cabin  on 
the  mountain  and  his  partnership  with  the  thief  Pren- 
dergast.  The  two  had  finally  quarrelled  and  Prender- 
gast  had  taken  up  his  abode  in  the  town.  Subsequent 
to  this,  the  kt  :er  had  been  heard  to  make  dark  ii»im»> 
ati(H»,  lumoted  at  the  time  \ni  irfnce  grown  sigmieaa^ 
hinting  at  erimiBal  knovted^  <^  fte  priaoueiv  !l!he 
doae  of  this  diaptn  had  been  Ftesdergasf  a  diimal  mi 
i&  the  gnkh,  wkm  he  had  produced  the  scrap  of  paper 
which  was  the  crux  of  the  case.   He  declared  he  had 
found  Moreau  dying;  that  the  latter  had  traced  with 
his  own  hand  the  accusation  which  fastened  the  crime 
upon  Hugh  Stires.  Specimens  of  Moreau's  handwriting 
were  not  lacking  and  seemed  to  prove  beyond  question 
its  authenticify. 

Sudi  veie  tl»  links  of  the  eoQ  which  woTmd» 
mSk  witness,  closer  and  dos»— ome  knew  better  how 
iSm^a^'BarfBmkim&UmmU.  As  wttnesa  sae> 
ceeded  witness,  his  heart  sank.  Jessica's  burden  wn 
BBl  t»  he  H#ttMd;  Hn^  mwl  muto  a  Caia»  a 
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dwt^  ia  &e  ink  jAatsea  of  the  etrth.  In  the  krger 
part,  his  own  laerifiee  wu  to  fail  I 
In  his  croflBHizaoBimitiMi  Fdder  hud  lov^  graely 

to  lighten  the  weight  of  the  evidence:  The  priMi«^ 
old  associations  with  Moreau  had  been  amicable,  e!« 
they  would  not  have  come  to  Smoky  Mountain  together; 
if  he  had  been  disliked  and  avoided,  the  circumstance 
was  referable  rather  to  his  companionships  than  to  his 
own  aetions;  whatever  the  pervasive  contempt,  there 
had  been  bo&%  crimiiud  on  tiie  hooka  against  him. 
The  lawyer's  qneatiatt  tmielied  the  bakhd  whi^  thrt 
had  beeoow  ^igi^  oi  te&!tec^  a  pieliM^  «M* 
viction  of  giiili  Thqr  made  it  elear  Hu^  the  ennesft 
belief  had  been  the  fmit  of  antipathy  and  hiaa;  that  it 
had  been  no  question  of  evidence;  so  far  as  that  went, 
ho,  Felder,  might  have  done  the  deed,  or  Prendergast, 
or  any  one  there.   But  Smoky  Mountain  would  have 
said,  as  it  did  say,  "It  was  Hugh  Stires  I"  He  compelled 
the  jniy  to  recogniae  that  but  one  bit  of  actual  evidence 
had  been  oAntd  Qien  had  haoi  no  eye-witness,  no 
idHak  &H!iaeii4   AB  mted  «poB  m         aenp  <tf 
paper,  a  fragmoie  of  haadvritiBf  is  BO  my  dffieiA  ^ 
imitation,  and  this  in  tnnt  vpeok  ^  aBmUan  of  % 
thief,  struck  down  in  an  act  of  crime,  whose  word  k  m 
ordinary  caae  of  fact  would  not  ba  wwtk  •  ftdtMm 
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No  molhe  htd  tees  iOeged  tw  the  IdQiag  of  Ifoien 
by  the  jnrboner,  but  Prea^torgirt  had  had  motiTe  fmov^ 
ia  hit  MeBartkHi.  It  had  beoi  opoi  knowledge  that  he 
hated  Hugh  Stires,  and  his  own  character  made  it  evi- 
dent that  he  would  not  have  aernpled  to  fasten  a  muT' 
der  upon  him. 

But  as  Felder  studied  the  twelve  grave  faces  in  the 
jury-box,  who  in  the  last  analysis  were  all  that  counted, 
he  shf-red  his  client's  hopeleaaiwaB.  Ji^gmoit  and  «- 
perieuee  tiM  him  how  fntik  woe  aU  ^eosiai  is  the 
fiwe  of  that  in«rtieii]ate  hot  damning  wttneiB  ^  Frai- 
tegailliaaid^M^Itim.  So Hm fibaaom immf^ 
thm^  a  daj  f<«  the  State. 

Sunset  came  early  at  that  season.  Dark  fell  and  the 
electric  bulbs  made  their  mimic  day,  but  no  one  left  the 
room.  The  outcome  seemed  a  foregone  conclusion.  The 
jurymen  no  longer  gazed  at  the  prisoner,  and  when  they 
looked  at  one  another,  it  was  with  grim  TOidaatMiding. 
As  the  kst  witness  for  tiie  State  tteipgei  down  and 
^oawiiier  niled»  tte        l^taaetd    ^  dodc 

«Thereiaaba»hattlww,*h»i^*«*atif^.  *Ter- 
h^  the  d^nae  would         not  to  <qp6B  taa&M^  till 

tCHnorrow." 

Felder  had  risen.  He  saw  his  opportunity— to  bring 
oat  sharply  a  omtxasting  point  in  the  pristmer's  favor, 
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flie  «ae  dram^uiee,  emiudered  apart,  pointing  toward 
inaoceiice  »tter  than  goilt-to  leave  this  for  the  jury 
to  take  wm  to  offset  by  Ha  dfeet  tlie  weight  of 
the  evidenoe      had  beea  giveii. 

"I  will  proceed,  if  your  Hanor  j^easea,"  he  aaid,  nd 
amid  a  rustle  of  wa^^  and  faitenrt  oM  Met  to 
the  stand. 

As  she  went  forward  to  the  witness  chair,  she  put 
back  the  shielding  veil,  and  her  face,  pale  as  bramble- 
WooBi  nader  her  red-bronze  hair,  made  an  appealing 
^etBf^  A  of  white  carnations  was  pinned  to 

her  esrt  a^  ••  At  ptaaad  Safiy  ahe  bent  and  laid  one 
in  his  hand.  Tht  alii^t  td»  not  bat  tpon  the  f^ecta- 
tiaa,  celled  forth  a  sibilant  lirtt» of  ipi^^.  IWft 
wore  no  touch  of  designed  effect;  iit  ia^tim  waa  m 
pure  and  unmistakable  as  its  meaning. 

Harry  had  started  uncontrollably  as  she  rose,  for  he 
had  had  no  inkling  of  the  lawyer's  intention,  and  a  flush 
daritened  his  cheek  at  the  cool  touch  of  the  flower.  But 
tWa  lided  to  t  aettled  pallor,  as  under  Felder's  grave 
^Mrtloi^  lilt  told  &  t  Toiot  at  ekar  as  a  child's,  yet 

with  a  womta'a  tawtioB  8tniggli«g  ttron^  it,  the  atoiy 
ofherdiaregaidadiPaii^  Wl^  At  a^elt  pi^  od 
shame  travelled  through  his  emy  veia,  &»u.4boq^ 
t«Mt%  ihe  htd  Mi  hin^  hna^      ^  y^l,^ 


I  ! 


i  I 
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ing  purview  of  the  law — she  ww  laying  baie  ^  iKiil 
of  l»r  own  hewr^  wbiA  mam  he  would  hvn  eoitni  it 
any  cost. 

«*Tli«t  is  an,  yoor  fiooor,**  wM  I^er,  wbm  Smim 
had  finitl^  her  itory. 

'0)0  you  widi  to  erenMawmer  adced  the  judge 

perfunctorily. 

The  prosecutor  looked  at  her  an  instant.  He  saw  the 
faintness  in  her  eyes,  the  twitching  of  the  gloved  hand 
on  the  rail.  "By  no  means,"  he  said  eoorteooilj,  and 
turned  to  his  papexi. 

At  the  wne  mammt,  u  Jtrnke^  rt^ped  into  the  efta 
i^de^  ^  kenie  ^Me  idikii  so  «ite&  nUepea  ^  ibn^ 
of  the  tragfc  hj  a  breath  of  tiie  banal,  treated  the  spell- 
booKi  i^foaee  to  a  novel  seinatioB.  Er&j  electric  light 
suddenly  went  put,  and  darkness  swooped  upon  the  town 
and  the  courtrroom.  A  second's  carelessness  at  the 
power-house  a  half-mile  away— the  dropping  of  a  bit  of 
waste  into  a  cog-wheel— and  the  larger  mechanism  that 
governed  the  issues  of  life  and  death  was  thrown  into 
instant  anfusion.  ffidMMh  ao8»-peo]^  fM  np  Ib 
ftflir  j^Kes. 

The  judge's  garel  pounded  Ttekn»ly  and  his  sten- 
twhTTiira  h^Wii  lor  order. 
«Keep  your  seats,  eterybody  \"  he  commanded.  "Mr. 
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€9«cic»  git  Mms  enctlei.  Tbk  court  is  not  yet  ad- 
jenasdP 

To  Jmka,  tiw  nidieii  hkaakam  mm  wiOk  •  nemoi 
shock.   Since  that  fint  maeiing  b  ttt  |iA  Ae  bii 

pinned  her  faith  on  the  reassurance  that  l«i  bwn  ^tmm 
her.  She  had  fou^t  down  doubt  and  qoailioiiii^  mi 
leaned  har.*  upon  her  trust.  But  in  her  orerwrooght 
condition,  as  the  end  drew  near  with  no  solution  of  the 
enigma,  this  faith  sometimes  faltered.    The  mystery 
was  w»  inqwoeenble,  the  peril  so  imminent  I  To-day, 
in  the  eouri-nwoi,  hat  ■abOa  flenae  had  told  her  that, 
bdief  aoi  eatrietim  aaB^  a  pronomMed  *-»faig  of 
B7mp«%  eskled  in  aw  mm  ibe  l0««i.  SteMaefc 
needed  Mrs.  Halloran'a  oom&rtiBg  aatonacei  m  ^ 
score,  for  the  atmosphere  was  raidiazged       tt.  Sm 
had  felt  it  when  she  laid  the  carnation  in  his  hand,  and 
even  more  unmistakably  while  she  had  given  her  testi- 
mony.  She  had  realized  the  value  of  that  one  unvar- 
niAed  fact,  introduced  so  efiPectively— that  he  had  had 
time  to  get  away,  and  instead  had  chosen  to  surrender 

Yet  erat  la  A»  ikmeA  to  Oe  fespoosive  enxKiit, 
Jessica  had  not  htm  deceived.  1^  felt  the  pHtfol 
impotence  of  mere  sympathy  «g«iwt  ^  |^|^oa| 
veigfai  of  evidenoe  that  had  &igiiiated  lier.  Svi^, 
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Bure^  if  he  w»  lo       Mnndf,  ft* 
0iii8p«c%r  ail  tiie«^«fii«U  was  insist  and  he 
iii  Hi  mmiiii    INlip         watched  his  face,  ihe 
^^K^tMM  mm^  ker       perhaps  his  reassuranee 
kad  been  given  01%  to  comfort  her  and  spare  her 
angnish.    The  thou^t  had  come  again  and  again  to 
torture  her;  only  by  a  great  effort  had  she  been  able  to 
give  her  testimony.   As  the  pall  of  darkness  fell  upon 
the  court-room,  it  brought  a  a^e  of  pmmmHtmf  « 
though  the  incident  prefigured  ftt  gkwa^  ^ 
traaed  sk^  and  rtna^ad  ^kyws  fti  M»  ^ 
bIm  must  Twh  tiie  outer  air. 

A  padiii^  handful  opened  the  way  to  the  corridor, 
md  •  »MBent  more  she  was  in  the  starlit  out-of- 
doors,  fighting  down  her  faintness,  with  the  babble  of 
tifr  bdiiDd  ha  and  the  cool  breeze  on  her  cheek. 
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In  the  room  Jessica  had  left,  the  turmoil  was  simmer- 
ing down;  here  and  there  a  match  was  struck  and 
Awwa  ft  M»  0f  brightness.  The  glimmer  of  one  of 
thrai  lil  the  connieiuaee  of  a  man  who  had  brushed  her 
dm  at  be  ei^aed.  It  wu  HaOdajidi  Janet.  The 
evange&t  bad  pnde^^  bk  itey  at  Hom^i^ 
for  the  town,  thrilling  to  its  drama  fd  woA  fa^ 
ment,  had  seemed  a  fruitful  vineyard.  He  had  no  local 
interest  in  the  trial  of  Hugh  Stires,  and  had  not  at- 
tended its  session;  but  he  had  been  passing  the  place 
when  the  lights  went  out  and  in  curiosity  had  crowded 
b^  eeaftukm,  where  now  he  looked  about  him  with 
eafer  interest. 

A  tmMbxm  Mmi  mm,  Ifln  a  gMm  hsMgOf, 

on  &e ^i%i^t  anote en  ^  tibliiariie ^  Imt. 
More  grew  along  the  wi^o^  ^  tmm  wm  b«M 

tremulous  yellow  light.   It  touched  the  prolQa  at  flit 

prisoner,  turned  now,  for  his  look  had  followed  Jessica 

and  was  fixed  questioningly  on  ha  eof^  aai^  la.  41m 
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«»»iKw>ii.g  aarkneM  Harry  had  held  the  white  canution 
to  hii  1^  bttoe  he  diev  iti  item  iiumi^  hit  kpeL 

Tbb  tfanel  pmcWi  jcir  diopped  in  blank  astonish- 
ant,  for  irhat  he  saw  before  him  brought  irresistibly 
back  another  scene  that,  months  before,  had  bit  into  his 
mind.  The  judge's  high  desk  turned  instantly  to  a 
chapel  altar,  and  the  table  back  of  the  polished  railing  to 
a  communion  table.  The  minister  that  had  looked  acwaa 
it  in  the  candle-light  had  worn  a  whitt  cmiikm,  ift  U> 
buttonliole.  His  face— 

WUSU^^  J«am  ifetftea  lonntfd  wift  m  vOmBa^ 
iioQ.  A  ^looaaitd  timet  lut  aetlot  imigiitttion  had  pie* 
tmed  ^  xeeiei^  clergyman  he  had  unmasked  as  an 
Ottteaat,  plunging  toward  the  lake  of  brimstone.  Here  it 
was  at  last  in  his  hand,  the  end  of  the  story!  The 
worst  of  criminals,  skulking  beneath  an  alias  I  He 
sprang  up  the  aisle. 

"Wait!  wait!"  he  cried.  "I  have  evidenoe  to  fIfeP 
He  pointed  excitedly  toward  Hany.  "Tk^  mm  h  aet 
wbatyoa&inkt  Beiaaofe-^ 

Foiensio  thoncter  loosed  iiadf  fxm  the  wrathful 
ful^a  desk,  wd  embed  aHMt  the  stupefied  room. 
Hk  gtvel  thumped  upon  the  wood.  "How  dare  you,"  he 
wciferated,  "break  in  upon  the  deliberations  of  Urn 
maii  I  fiM  pa twfDty  dollara  for  oonten^tP 
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Wa»  iMd  kiiMd  to  lib  liM^  mj  turn  on  the  guj 
Vive.  Lite  ft  dimiag  mm  be  gne^  ^  tin  itiftw. 
What  could  thii  man  komt  %  took  ft  hfil  ham  Ms 

pocket  and  clapped  it  down  on  the  cleric's  desk. 

"I  beg  to  purge  him  of  oonten^"  lii  Mdd,  **mA  «^ 
him  as  a  witness.** 

The  district  attorney  broke  in: 

*Toar  Honor,  I  think  I  am  within  my  rights  in  pro- 
testiag  igrflBt  ^  raheard-of  proceeding.  The  man  is 
»  Tagnnt  of  ndoown  (^axfteter.  His  rery  action  pro- 
ddas  IifaB  wld^  la^idtiieed.  Bcpud  •&  qat^ 
he  can  know  ^wthing  of  ftig  om&** 

**I  have  not  my  learned  opponent's  gift  of  dairrt^- 
ance,*'  retorted  Fdder  tartly.  "I  ^  I  call  thk 
man  as  a  witness.'* 

The  judge  pulled  his  whiskers  and  looked  at  the 
evangelist  in  severe  annoyance.  "Take  tiie  stand/*  he 
said  gruffly. 

H^eln^  Jones  snatched  &e  BOile  fiiom  tiw  derk*s 
hai^aaiMsMdii  Kaovledfa  mu  burning  his  tcrngm. 
The  jmy  were  leaa^  f«waid  in  thdr  seats. 

''Haw  :pm  mm  mm  the  primm  ailtt 

Felder. 
*TeB.** 
"When?** 

333 


SATAN  SANDERSON 


"WImb  be  was  a  minister  of  the  gospel.** 

atared.  The  judge  frowned.  The  jury  looked 
at  one  another  and  a  laugh  ran  round  the  hushed  room. 

The  merriment  kindled  the  evangelist's  distempered 
passion.  Sudden  anger  flamed  in  him.  He  leaned  for- 
ward and  shook  his  hand  Tehemmtly  at  the  table  where 
Barry  sat,  bb  leee  M  ederieii  ee  liw  lomr  ke  voNi. 

*Tli«t  mui'i  name,"  be  Uaaed,  asl  Uw^  Stbeef 
It  fa  t  dedt  be  hat  ulieiea  to  ewwr  Ui  dwtt  Bi  it 
the  Beremtd  Bteufj  flmdeieoiB  ef  Aiiiiten  f 
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Harry's  pulses  had  leaped  with  excitement  when  the 
rtiwl  pmAm^  tat  twtottfcn  startled  the  eorai- 
nxHtt;  now  they  wen  bai^  as  tboiij^  they  mtt^hust 
He  was  not  to  MA  tte  hdag  ito^  The  MkB 

was  to  be  taken  from  his  hands.  lUt  li^  iatefrnd. 

This  bigot  who  had  once  been  the  means  of  his  undoing, 
was  to  be  the  detu  ex  machina.  Through  the  stir  about 
him  he  heard  the  crisp  voice  of  the  district  attorney: 

**I  ask  your  Honor's  permission,  before  this  extraor« 
dinaiy  witness  is  examined  further,"  he  said  caustically, 
iMi  tttm  priaM  ha«  iM  has  a  bearing  upon 
the  testimony.''  HeM  in  his  lumd  a  aewspaper  which, 
earlier  is  litanm^  «^  eyi^ 
der's  tactics,  he  had  been  casually  perai^;, 

"I  object,  of  course/*  retaZBicl  Fdder  grimly. 

"Objection  ovMndedP  naappii  tbe  inttatai  i^Ogt, 
*'Bead  it,  sir.'* 

Holding  the  newspaper  to  a  candle,  the  Imjer  read 
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"This  eltjr.  whieh  «w  MrooMd  la  th*  night  by  th«  baninc 

its  rcetor,  ttt  Btrerend  Henry  Mw<wtoa,  who  has  been  for 
some  moo^  en  a  prolonted  VMtliOB.  wu  in  the  bnlldlns 
at  the  time,  and  now  llm  at  Um  eity  liWHUl,  MSving  from 
Injurlea  from  whldi  ti  i»  mmm  flUm  li  tnf  4«kM  el 
hla  I'MMVcryt" 

U  the  tfttor  iirt  rippled  thi  tuiiH  ioom  gwy  ftH 

he  clearly  discerned  the  fact  He  saw  the  pitfall  into 
whidi  Hog^  bad  fallen — ^thc  trap  into  which  he  himself 
had  sent  him  on  that  fatal  errand  with  the  ruby  ring 
on  his  finger.  "Grave  doubt  of  his  recovery  I" — »  surge 
of  relief  swept  over  him  to  his  finger-tips.  Deai^  men 
can  not  be  brought  to  bar — so  Jessica  would  escape 
thmoM,  Wilh  Hugh  passed  heiymd  hamm  fukkt^  be 

cret,  nd  aered  the  pax^  htm  an  -namdeoim  aoiiidd. 
He  esrid  ejipleiii  could      iiuk  ttwl  ^bMM  iind  ue> 

balance  lay  beneath  that  chapel  game!  He  conld  take 
np  his  career  I  He  would  be  free  to  go  back — ^to  be  him- 
self again — to  be  Jessica's — if  Hugh  died!  The  reading 
voice  dminmed  in  his  ears: 
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"TU  tM^  han  Mt  M  jrtt  Imw  — nrrtitirt.  bvt  It  mmw 
elMT  t>iia»  mater  yeww  BlaMnr  ratarMd  to  town  i». 
expectedly  last  night,  and  waa  aaleep  in  hia  study  when  ttaa 
fire  started.   Hla  preaeiica  ta  tha  IralUlliic  waa  niiiniwat 

irntU  tee  lata.  aa4  tt  WW  Ir  Hta*  riMvt  •(  ft  aineia  tkat  to 

WHfi  brtnif^t  out  allTe. 

Aa  wo  to  to  praaa  wa  team  that  Mr.  Saaderaoa'a  ooadl* 
tia*  la  MMH  aava  tofilttl  ttM  WW  al  ink  faparM." 

Harry's  heart  contractfd  w  if  ft  giai^  hmA  ted 

clutched  it.  His  elation  fell  like  a  rotten  tree  gbAai 
at  the  roots.  If  Hugh  did  not  die  I  He  chilled  aa  though 
in  a  spray  of  liquid  air.  Hugh's  escape— the  chance  hk 
conscience  had  given  him,  was  cut  off.  He  had  not  be- 
l.a>ed  him  when  the  way  waa  open;  how  could  he  do  so 
WW  i*en  flight  m»  barred?  If  to  deliver  him  then  to 
«e  ita^.m  wmM  ham  htm  oewardice,  haw  uoch 
mme  mmdu  ao^",  wbsm  H  ma  to  nn  Iiteidf,  md 
when  the  ot:.r  r  yis  h^l^Mi?  Aad  ftm  Irrr  demandBd 
victim! 

As  a  drowning  man  sees  flit  before  u-  -i  th? 
of  his  life,  so  in  this  clarifying  instant  these  lurid  pic- 
tures of  the  tangle  of  hia  paat  flashed  acraaa  HsRy'a 
mental  vision. 

The  judge  reached  for  tiw  newspaper  the  lawyer  held, 
fan  hit  e9f»  over  ^  mi  bnmght  hia  gavel  down  with  an 
sngry  snort. 


"Take  him  away,"  he  said.  "Hia  testimony  is  or&fcd 
stricken  from  the  reeorda.  Tlw  fiae  b  iwaittea,  Ifc 
Felder— «•  eant  make  yon  reapomdbte  for  luMtiea. 
H^t#^  M  M  tiib  BMBi  hu  m  farto  ehanee  to  dts* 
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mam  wmmb  mm  metm  man 

Felder  had  been  among  the  last  to  leave  the  court- 
room. He  was  discomfited  and  angry.  He  had  meant  to 
make  a  telling  point  for  the  defense,  and  the  unbalanced 
im«gm«HBit  of  •  slwdling,  bigot  gospeller  had  undone 
im.  ^  m  pra^ntate  tod  ffi-eai^te«d  tetion  had 
vBcm^ned  an  yjotic  aiafe^nert,  to  tehA  appeil  vi& 
bathos  and  open  his  cmm  vifli  a  ttxM.  — «-ifanflT 
He  glumly  gathered  hk  aetttend  papers,  pat  wifii  ^ma 
the  leaf  of  the  newspaper  from  which  the  district  at- 
tomey  had  read,  and  da^tdMd  tht  lot  to  fail  effies  ^ 
a  messenger. 

At  the  door  of  the  court-house  Doctor  Brent  dipped 
ttiamtiaeai^l^ 

*Too  bad,  Tom,**  be  nid  sympathizingly.  «I  don't 
think  yon  ^aite  dBienad  tt.* 
Fclder  paced  a  moraent  witiwat  ■piialrtnt  ^  Med 

evidence,"  he  said  then,      anyfiikg  ^  mtf  I 
made  a  mistake.  You  hmA     ttia  tlitiM<ll||  P 
The  other  nodded. 
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"mtA  did  you  fhiak  of  itr 

notify  Tcan,  bi^     afilgr        laM  i#M  H.* 

"Pbchuiii,  if  tim^s  imillpg  in  human  evidence,  he's 
ft  fhoso^ly  worthless  reprobate  He  lay  for  Morcau 

and   itaiiil  Imi  m  edd  Uood^  and  he  ought  to 

swing." 

"The  casual  view,"  said  the  lawyer  gloomily.  "Jim* 
what  I  ihould  have  aaid  myself—if  tUt  had  happened 

aBeitOiftfi>* 

Hia  f^BBd  looked  at  him  with  an  amuacd  expression. 
<^  ii^  l»  ttWt  te  BMil  he  a  iwmarlraWn  nan !"  he 
M,  *Ta  it  poarihle  Iwhi  Md^  tuftftooad  |wi  that  he 

isn't  guilty?" 

Felder  turned  upon  the  doctor  squarely.  "Yes,"  he 
returned  bluntly.  "He  has.  Whatever  I  may  have 
believed  when  I  took  this  case,  I  have  come  to  the  con- 
clusion—against all  my  profe«haal  iartiaeli,  yo* 
—that  he  never  kilkd  Xoreav.  I  beyeve  lie^  aa  hao- 
ceafc  w        7<m  er  I  r 

9be  j^^^ii^tai  liHikad  p^bAA  "Yen  hiMiwe  MtawnA 
ha^  dl&^  i^^IIh^  ieeaw^oDf 

n  Ml  taBw." 

<^^flM(belied?" 
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don't  kam  whal  U  tJiiak.  But  I  owviBced 
Hugh  Stim  int%  Ijmm.  Tkm^  «  mj^  m  mmag 

that  I  can't  get  hold  of  He  l  aiiglii  tit  plijiiuiiii'i 

half-sraile.  "Oh,  1  know  what  you  think/*  Iw  wM  W- 
scntfully.  "Yon  think  it  is  Ifiw  Holme.  I  asMlt  yon 
I  am  defending  Hugh  Stires  for  hia  own  sake  V 

"She  played  you  a  close  Mcond  to-day,"  observed  the 
d«l«r  iteewdly.  "That  carnation— 1  never  saw  a  thing 
bettor  drat." 

WtUa  drew  his  mm  away.  "Miss  Holme,"  he  said 
almort  ilMI^,  ^mba  tmm  Mtiag^** 

'•My  dear  fellow!"  exclaimed  the  other.  «Dw»t  ntp 
mc  up.  She's  a  gentlewoman,  and  eTerytl^  M^  li 

lovely.  If  she  were  the  reason,  I  should  honor  yon  f» 
it.  I'm  very  deeply  sorry  for  hor.  For  my  part,  I'm 
sure  I  wish  you  might  get  him  of.  She  loves  him,  and 
Awai't  care  who  sees  it,  and  if  he  were  as  bad  as  the 
worst,  a  wraan  like  that  could  make  a  man  of  him. 
B»t  I  Iww  ^Biaa.  U  tevna  Ifln  tliia  thej  take  them- 
selves pa^ieally  in  earnest.  On  ifae  evidaiee  m  te^ 
theyni  convict  Im^  CTongb." 

"I  know  it,"  said  the  lawyer  da^mdei^.  "dnj  jf| 
he's  innocent.  I'd  stake  my  life  on  it.  If  s  woftiiiaH  as 
evidence  and  I  shan't  introduce  it,  but  he  haa  a 
as  admitted  to  her  that  he  knows  who  did  it." 
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«OeaM^  corns!  Puttag  Vat  wmk  into  Hw  boom  for 
iiiiii  Qiiiiriiw  Aai  1^  wm     ^  Go^- 

fimnf-r  tnnt,  dmril  ^  MesMg  ^oHil  <«r?^ 
ttit  tetor  Mked  satirically. 

*«Thaf8  liie  rab,"  said  th«  iMigps.  ^'Nobo^.  Yet  I 
hang  by  my  proposition." 

"Well,  he'll  hang  by  something  less  tenuous,  I'm 
afraid.  But  it  won't  be  your  fault.  The  crazy  evangelist 
was  only  an  incident  He  muAj  aenwd  to  |olt  ua  back 
to  tbi  Bonw^  By  the  wwf,  £i  im  hm  i#i  q^lntter 

«No.'* 

To«  nwMi&tf  &e  rtory  he  told  the  other  night  of 
the  minister  who  was  caught  gambling  on  his  own  com- 
munion table?  Well,  Hugh  Stires  is  not  only  the  Rev- 
erend Henry  Something-or-other,  but  he  is  that  man, 
too !  The  crack-brained  old  idiot  would  have  told  the 
tale  all  over  again,  only  the  crowd  hnatled  him. 

mere  he  ia  now,**  Iw  aaid  radaei^,  w  » light  q^naf 
and  Toiea  bidGe  out  on  tin  tq^oeite  examm.  'The 
fngk^Hgt^Httgl^.  I  aee  joifflriffl^  Banwy  MeGhao,^ 
lit  added,  with  s  prim  enjepwi^  H  ionM  it  theft  ne 
mmf  emuTerts  to-night." 

Bvrai  as  he  spoke,  there  came  a  shout  of  laughter  and 
yrmma^  The  apectaton  scattered  in  all  directions,  and 
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a  stream  of  water  from  a  welUkiM  Imw  Mpi  ^ 

itinerant  and  his  muaic-box. 

Ten  minutes  later  the  street  preacher,  drenched  and 
^ua,  was  trundling  his  melodeon  toward  Funeial 
fUOmp  m  the  coaat 
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At  Htny  itood  agtiB  in  the  obmm  k^dailuwi  of 

Ilk  edl,  it  mme  to  him  that  tl»  pramit  had  a  ^ieuih« 
ii^;  (ngnifieaaee>— that  it  was  but  the  handiwork  and 
resultant  of  forces  in  bis  own  past.  He  himcclf  had 
brewed  the  bitter  wormwood  be  must  drink.  Jessica'b 
quivering  arraignment  on  that  lurid  wedding-day  in  tlie 
white  house  in  the  aspens — it  had  been  engraven  evCT 
since  on  his  buried  memory ! — rang  in  his  mind: 

Tou  wen  gtrong  and  he  woe  weaie.  You  led  and  he 
feOowed.  tmrnn  ^B^m  Somiemm!'  Alket  of  Ut» 
Stmie,  Hi  in  whit^  he  learned  gemblmg,  Tou 
Mfed  lo  make  km  i^t  he  hae  become! 

They  had  made  Tariant  choice,  and  that  choice  had 
left  Harry  Sanderson  in  training  for  the  gaiters  of  a 
bishop,  and  Hugh  Stires  treading  the  paths  of  dalliance 
and  the  gambler.  But  he  himself  had  set  Hugh's  feet 
on  the  red  path  that  had  pointed  him  to  the  shameful 
terminus.  He  had  gambled  toe  Hng^'a  future,  for^ 
tog  that  his  past  zoaained,  a  thing  that  irart  ba  eov- 
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end.  H«  had  won  Hngli'i  ooanteis,  but  his  mm 

to  lit  Mamm  b»  bud  staM  od  tort  long  h^m  M 

game  on  tt»  cwnmoaiott  table  mder  the  paisiad  end* 

fizion. 

The  words  he  had  once  said  to  Hugh  recurred  to  him 
with  a  kind  of  awe:  "Put  nijnelf  in  yom  place ?  I  with 

to  God  I  could !" 

Pate-or  was  it  God?— had  taken  him  at  his  word. 
He  had  been  hnrled  like  a  stone  from  a  catapult  into 
Hngfa'g  pIaoe»  to  bear  hia  knaTeiy,  to  suffer  his  dishonor, 
aad  to  xedeem  the  bahM  ivpatiitleo  he  had  He 
had  been  hia  broiher'g  keeper  and  had  failed  in  tiie  tmat; 
now  the  circle  of  retribiiti<ai,  wMm  mAimogM  m 
the  wheeling  of  that  vast  scorpion  dnalCT  in  the  sky, 
evened  the  score  and  brought  him  again  to  the  teat  t 
And,  in  the  supreme  strait,  was  he,  a  poor  poltroon,  to 
step  aside,  to  cry  "enough,"  to  yield  ignobly?  Even  if 
to  put  aside  Hbe  temptation  might  bring  him  face  to  face 
w^  ^  W  diufol  praattj? 

Thfa,  thei^  wn  the  nMaao^  of  liw  atrange  s'-.^uenee 
of  events  thzoi^  wMdi  he  had  hem  paasing  siaee  the 
ImirwhenhehadawalraMMlmtibebaMarl  Ufiogphe 
was  not  to  betray  Hugh ;  the  Great  ^urpose  behind  aQ 
meant  that  he  should  go  fflfmHtd  en  il*  gfHi  It  hii 
chosen  to  the  end  I 
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A  liip  oBteide  the  cdl,  tlw  hiniiiig  of  ih«  ksf.  The 
door  opened,  and  Jtmim,  pate  ud  tmnblini^  ttood  on 

the  threshold. 

"I  can  not  help  it,"  she  said,  as  she  came  toward  him, 
"though  you  told  me  not  to  come.  I  have  trusted  all  the 
while,  and  waited,  and — and  prayed.  But  to-day  I  was 
afnud.** 

She  paused,  locking  her  haifb  before  her,  kidciag  «t 
Ua  in  m  tg^ty  <rf  entreaty.  When  ah*  had  iaA  from 
the  conrt-room  to  the  open  air,  she  had  mUnd  straight 

toward  the  mountain,  struggling  in  the  cool  wind 
wbA  motion  against  the  feeling  of  physical  sickness  and 
anguish.  But  she  had  only  partly  regained  her  self- 
possession.  Returning,  the  thinning  groups  about  the 
dim-lit  door  had  made  it  clear  that  the  session  was  over. 
In  her  painful  confusion  of  mind  she  had  acted  on  ft 
peremptory  impulse  that  drove  her  to  the  jail,  where  her 
face  had  quickly  gained  tor  entrance. 

"Surely,  surely,"  she  went  on,  *Hhe  man  you  are  pro- 
tecting has  had  time  enou^t  HwmH  hit  WooH  you 
tell  them  the  truth  now  ?" 

He  knew  not  how  to  meet  the  piteous  reproach  and 
terror  of  that  look.  She  had  not  heard  the  street  preach- 
er's declaration,  he  knew,  but  even  if  she  had,  it  would 
have  been  to  her  only  an  echo  of  the  old  mooted  like-  . 
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aiM.  Bt  had  given  bar  eamSai  once— but  this  was  no 
montolie.  Nonuitinrwlialitia«mtto  him,or  to  her! 

**Je«ieii,*]iiiiii  ilM^  <Ste  7011  COM  to  ne  te« 
that  first  day,  and  I  told  jmmot  to  fetr  for  HM^  I  did 

not  mean  to  deceive  you.  I  thought  thai  that  it  ira^ 
all  come  right.  But  something  has  happened  since  then 
—something  that  makes  a  difference.  I  can  not  tell  who 
was  the  murderer  of  Moreau.  I  can  not  tell  you  or  any 
one  elae,  either  now  or  at  any  time." 

She  gaxed  tt  him  atartled.  She  had  a  sudden  concep- 
tiai  <rf  Mme  doMiit  UthCTto  rnigwiwcd  in  hit  make-up, 
KHoelhiBg  teveterate  aid  Mhauni  CmM  ft  he  fbak 
he  did  not  intend  to  tdl  et  all?  Tlie  yerj  Idea  was 
monstrous  I  Yet  that  clearly  waa  hia  9b» 
looked  at  him  with  flashing  eyes. 

'Tou  mean  you  will  not?"  she  exclaimed  bitterly. 
"You  are  bent  on  sacrificing  yourself,  then !  You  are 
going  to  take  this  risk  because  you  think  it  brave  and 
noWe,  beeaon  somdioir  it  fits  your  man's  gospel !  Can't 
3Km  aee  hmr  wieked  and  lelfiA  it  it?  You  an  thlalc^ 
only  of  him,  and  ol  yoandf,  uil  ol  meP 

''Jessica,  Jeaaica  P  ha  pfdtoited  witit  a  gnm,  M  k 
the  self-torture  of  her  questionings  she  paid  no  heed. 

"Don't  you  think  I  suffer?  Haven't  I  borne  enough 
in  the  months  since  I  married  yon^  for  ;mi  to  wmsA  to 
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Mve  me  thU?  Do  you  owe  me  iiotiiii^»  m  vliom  jrw 
wnmfed,  whew  " 

rt^ped  nadtafy  •!  kik  «B  Ui  iM»  of  Mortal 
pi^  in  AehtA  tUnA  tote  ttoi  ii»  faww.  It 

plmiti!  iPB^  ^  iefce  n^ntment  to  her  deepei^ 
heart,  and  all  her  love  and  pity  gushed  back  upon  her 
in  a  torrent.  She  threw  hendf  on  bar  kneea  hj  the  ban 
oot,  crying  passionately : 

"Oh,  forgive  me!  Forget  what  I  aaidl  I  did  not 
mean  it.  I  have  forgiven  yon  a  thousand  timea  over. 
I  never  ceased  to  love  jum.  I  tore  yea  iww,  mno  tium 
an  the  world." 

**m  h  lift  add,  tetaa  s^ifjr  Ib  Ma  ioM^  *I 
hvn  wva^  you.  If  I  ooald  edii  my  blood  drop  by 
drop,  to  pay  f«r  tlw  p«t»  I  eould  iMt  set  tbat  ri^t  If 
giving  my  life  over  and  over  again  would  save  you  pain, 
I  would  give  it  gladly.  But  what  you  ask  now  is  the  one 
thing  I  can  not  do.  It  would  make  me  a  pitiful  coward. 
I  did  uot  kill  Moreau.  Tliat  is  all  I  can  aay  to  you  or 
to  those  who  try  me.'' 

nroar  Uler  dia  a^  wWi  dry  lipa.  mvmttaan 
^al.  Tlu^  eooBla  ao  ftudnSfy  aracfa  to  BHi>-4Mit  ftaB 
my  <nra  lUe  a  hundred  timea.  Yet  tiiere  la  aomalhing 
ftl^  ee»iii  mm       an  tiiai  lo  you  r 

Bia  laoa  iraa  iSbA  of  a  man  who  holda  hia  hand  in 
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tta  iit.  Vmriioi*'  he  Mid,  "it  is  like  tliia  with 

•iw  you  on  the 

WoB^jF  I VM  •  mam  wkam  «nd  had  kMt  lit  eooptie 

and  iti  beaHngi.  My  ooMeieaee  was  adei^  Tra  wdit 

it,  and  it  is  fiercely  alive  now.  And  Mir  vith  My  «mm> 
ory  has  coii  a  back  a  debt  of  my  past  that  I  new  paid. 
Whateyer  the  outcome,  for  ray  soul's  sake  I  must  settit 
it  now  and  wipe  it  from  the  score  for  ever.  Notliing 
counti— nothing  can  count— more  than  you!  But  I 
Bwat  aril  by  the  needle;  I  must  be  truthful  to  the  beat 

She  nm  dowly  to  h«r  fbet  with  a  deapdring  gaatum 

"  'hinueJf  he  could  not  mm/*  I  one*  hand  •  "«««*TttT 
preach  from  that  text  at  home;  it  was  yoor  ^faad,  ^ 
T?evprend  Henry  Sanderson.  I  thought  it  a  very  spMt- 
ual  fiermon  then— that  wbh  before  I  kaew  what  hia  eoni- 
panionship  had  been  to  you !" 

In  the  eiclamation  was  the  old  bitterness  that  had 
had  ita  spring  in  that  fiunnray  evening  at  the  white 
IwBia  Oe  aapoa,  iHmb  Hany  Sndown  had  lifted 
the  ettWa  fmm  Ua  e^cge  career.  la  ^Ite  ^miS. 
Stires'  predilection,  alnee  M  day  she  h«l  JiiliiiiliJ 
and  disliked,  at  monnttla  actively  hated  te.  ^  mo^ 
nerinna  had  seemed  a  po<<e  and  hb  j[i  r iiIimIwh  hjpwrty- 
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On  her  wedding-day,  when  she  lashed  him  with  the 
blame  of  Hugh's  ruin,  this  had  hecome  an  ingrained 
prejudice,  impregnable  because  rooted  deeper  than  rea- 
son, in  the  heritage  of  her  sex,  the  eternal  proclivity, 
which  saw  Harry  Sanderson,  TaSt  motiey  cevwed  w^k 
the  sober  domino  of  the  Cbimsh,  stwiding  adf-rif^ 
eondy  in  foiplioe  tad  rtol^  did  dowawnd 

to  dii^race. 

**If  there  were  any  justice  in  the  universe,"  she  added, 
«it  should  be  he  immolating  himself  now,  not  you !" 

His  face  was  not  toward  her  and  she  could  not  see  it 
go  deadly  white.  The  sudden  shift  she  had  given  the 
conversation  had  startled  him.  He  turned  to  the  tiny 
barred  window  that  looked  out  aCToes  ifae  «mrt-yttd 
square— where  each  a  litUe  time  rinee  he  had  foond  hk 

«I  think,*  he  said,  "Biat  in  my  ]^a«,  he  toM  do 
the  same.*' 

"You  always  admired  him,"  she  went  on,  the  hard 
ring  of  misery  in  her  tone.  "You  admire  him  yet.  Oh, 
men  like  him  have  such  strange  and  wicked  power! 
Satan  Sanderson !— it  was  a  fit  name.  What  right  haa 
he  to  be  rector  of  St.  James,  while  yon—* 

He  put  out  a  hand  in  ikd^  ipoteet  "JairffiBl 
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*my  should  I  not  say  it?"  she  retorted,  with  quiver- 
ing lips.  "But  for  him  you  would  never  be  here !  He 
ruined  your  life  and  mine,  and  I  hate  and  despise  him 
for  a  sdfi^  hypocrite  P 

That  vw  wbsi  he  liimaell  bad  wemed  to  her  in  those 
old  days!  Hie  edge  of  a  flndi  tradied  his  forehead  as 
he  said  slowly,  almost  appealinf^y: 

"He  was  not  a  hypocrite,  Jessica.  Whatever  he  was 
it  was  not  that.  At  college  he  did  what  he  did  too 
openly.  That  was  his  failing— not  caring  what  others 
thought.  He  despised  weakness  in  others;  he  thought 
it  none  of  his  affair.  So  others  were  influenced.  But 
after  be  came  to  see  things  differently,  from  another 
8ta»^o&rt--4ito  he  wvat  into  ti»  ministry— he  voidd 
have  given  Ha  world  to  nndo  it." 

"That  may  have  heoi  the  Harry  Sandoion  ^ 
knew,"  she  said  stonily.  "The  one  I  knew  drove  an  im- 
ported motor-car  and  had  a  dozen  fads  that  people 
were  always  imitating.  You  are  still  loyal  to  the  old 
college  worship.  As  men  go,  you  count  him  still  your 
tneacAV* 

"Am  mm  gB^*  &»  echoed  grimly,  "the  very  closest  !** 
*ll&Oi*»  likinga  are  sirai^"  she  said.  <^Beara8e  he 
never  had  t^p^^sa  Wu  yours,  and  has  never  done 
vfai^  ^  Unr  calls  wnog,  you  think  1m»  is  as  aoHa  m 

m 


SATAN  SANDERSON 


yon— CDOBC^  U>  ihielct  a  xanxdeier  to  hii  own 

danger." 

"Ah,  no,  Jessica,'*  he  interposed  gently.  "I  only  said 
that  in  my  place,  he  would  do  the  same.'* 

"But  you  are  shielding  a  murderer,"  d»  inabted 
fiercely.  **Y(m  wffl  nok  adinit  it,  in*  I  kwwt 
out  be  BO  justice  in  ^  I  JiMsaj  Bmimm 

is  aQ  yoa  thiak  hi]D--4f  he  stood  bere  BOW  and  knew  (be 

wlKde— lie  wooM  siqr  it  was  widttd.  N«t  few**  ind 

noble  but  wicked  and  cruel !" 

He  shook  his  head,  and  the  sad  shadow  of  a  bittar 
smile  touched  his  lips.  "He  would  not  say  so,"  he  said. 

A  dry  sob  answered  him.  He  turned  and  leaned  hi* 
elbows  on  the  narrow  window-sill,  every  nenre  aching, 
but  powerless  to  comfcot.  lb  heai  h«  rtsf— ^ 
closed  sharply. 

'^eo  be  faced  Ma  ite  empty  sal  dom  oa  &a 
cot  (mt  Ilk  axBtt  «i&  a  lic!p«lttM 

"Jwiioif  JcameaP 
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na  UXKUI  QOLD  OKMM 

Jessica  left  the  jail  with  despair  in  her  heart.  The 
hope  on  which  she  had  fed  these  past  days  had  failed 
her.  Wluit  was  tiiere  kft  for  her  to  do?  Like  a  swift 
wind  dw  wmt  up  liie  sfareel  to  Fdcbs^i  dBce. 

A  Mode  hejmi  tin  eoart-hosM  •  crowd  wm  a  joying 
the  watery  dfaewnitura  ei  IMdnfah  JmiMj  AtiiA. 
ing  from  recognition  even  in  the  darkness— for  the  arc 
lights  were  still  black— she  crossed  the  roadwu y  and  ran 
on  to  the  unpretentious  building  where  the  lawyer  had 
his  sanctum.  She  groped  her  way  up  the  unlighted  stair 
and  tapped  <m  the  door.  There  was  no  answer.  She 
pwhed  it  open  and  entered  the  empty  outer  room,  where 
a  study  lamp  burned  on  the  desk. 

A  |&  ^  lega!  foekk^r  pqMtt  tea  been  ael  badie  it 
and  with  them  lay  a  iom  page  of  a  newipaper  whose 

familiar  caption  gave  her  a  stah  pain.  P«dto|is  ^ 
news  of  the  trial  had  found  its  way  across  the  ranges, 
to  where  the  names  of  Stires  and  Moreau  had  been 
known.  Perhaps  every  one  at  Anirton  already  kaew  id 
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it,  was  reading  about  it,  pitying  her !  She  pickea  it  up 
and  scanned  it  hastily.  There  was  no  hint  of  the  trial, 
but  her  eye  cau^t  the  uewa  which  had  played  ita  tfile 
in  ^  conri^omai,  and  ri»  read  it  to  the  end. 

Bwn  in  her  own  trouble  she  read  it  with  a  shiver. 
Y«t,  awM  aa  the  fate  which  Harry  Sanderson  had  so 
narrowly  missed,  it  was  not  to  be  compared  with  that 
which  awaited  Hugh,  for,  awful  as  it  was,  it  held  no 
shame  I 

In  a  gust  of  feeling  she  slipped  to  her  kneea  by  »• 
one  sof R  the  room  contained  and  prayed  paasionately. 
Aa  ahfc  drew  oirt  h»  hMffla«diie«  to  akUMsh  the  teart 
that  came,  something  m  witii  a  musical  tinkle  at  her 
feet  It  was  the  Uttle  cross  she  had  found  in  f /ont  of 
m&d»  cabin,  that  had  lain  forgotten  in  her  pocket 
during  the  past  anxious  days.  She  picked  it  up  now  and 
held  it  tightly  in  her  hand,  as  if  the  tangible  symbol 
brought  her  closer  to  the  Infinite  Sympathy  to  wMA 
8he  turned  in  her  misery.  As  she  pressed  it,  the  ring  at 
the  top  turned  and  ihe  mm  parted  in  halTea.  Wor^ 
were  engraved  m  fee  the HfflM  to  ^  «» 

name  Btwry  Sandvnon. 

The  niamee  of  th«  name  jarred  and  surprised  her. 
Hn^  had  dropped  it— an  old  keepsake  of  the  fnend 
1^  lad  been  hia        xdidl.  his  exemplar,  and  whose 
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ancient  influence  was  still  dominant.  He  had  clung 
loyally  to  the  memento,  blind  in  his  constant  liking,  to 
the  wrong  that  friend  had  done  him.  She  looked  at  the 
date— it  was  May  28th.  She  shuddered,  for  that  was 
tiM  smu^  tad  day  on  wbidi  Doctor  Mcvean  had  been 
kilted— tiw  p(^t  had  heea  clearly  ertablished  to-day  by 
the  proceoittQO.  To  the  origiiial  oitb^  of  thai  etom, 
perhaps,  the  date  that  had  come  into  H^i's  life  wttli 
such  a  sinister  meaning,  was  a  glad  anniversary ! 

Suddenly  she  caught  her  hand  to  her  cheek.  A  weird 
idea  had  rushed  through  her  brain.  The  religious  sym- 
bol had  stood  for  Harry  Sanderson  and  the  chance  co 
incidence  of  date  had  irresistibly  pointed  to  the  murder. 
To  her  excited  senaes  the  juztapositkm  held  a  Mam^ 
uncanny  snggestimi.  Tid»  ao»— ^  yvry  embleiB  of 
vicarioia  aaeriflct. !  auppoMc  Harry  Smdeiawltt^aiig 
given  it  to  Hugh!  Siqtpoae  he  had  lost  it  on  the  hill- 
side himself  I 

She  snatched  up  the  paper  again :  ''Who  has  been  for 
some  months  on  a  prolonged  vacation" — ^the  phrase 
stared  sardonically  at  her.  That  might  carry  far  back- 
she  said  it  under  her  breath,  fearfully — ^beyond  the  mur- 
der of  Doctor  Korean  I  Her  face  burned,  and  her  breath 
canie  iiiej^ttdlnl.  Wfay,  wtai  ^  broB|^  Iwr  warn* 
ioT  to  iiw  eabia,  had  Hii|^  ben  ao  anxkms  to  get  her 
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tfant-to  idwrn  he  had  taken  her  hone?  Who  was  there 
in  Smoky  Mountain  whom  he  would  protect  at  hazard 
of  his  own  life?  Yet  in  this  crisis,  even,  her  apperi  to 
his  love  had  been  fruitless.  1e  had  called  Harry 
derson  his  closest  friend   .    .  aaid  ttal  in  Wt 
Harry  would  do  the  sa •  -  m  femembewd  hii  «y j 
"What  yon  .ik  it  the  one  thing  I  can  not      It  would 
nakemempitiMcwrwdr  She  hid  tAed  only  that  he 
teU  the  truth.  To  protect  a  vulgar  murderer  was  not 
coungeow.  But  what  ii  they  were  bount      ties  of  old 
friendship  and  ooUeg?  camandmef  Men  had  their 
(rtandards. 

Jessica's  veins  were  all  afire.  A  rector-murdeier?  A 
double  career?  Was  it  beyond  possibility ?  AttteaaM- 
torium  she  had  re-read  The  Mysterf  Sdwm  Dro^ 
now  she  thon^t  iTiiqpw,  the  «*dMiia»t«ar,  ele^ 

Ing  away  from  the  cathedral  to  ti»e  London  opnim  deii 
to  ptak  the  BBiider  of  his  nephew.  The  mad  thought 
her  imagination.  Harry  Sanderson  had  been 
wild  and  lawless  in  his  university  days,  a  gamester,  a 
skeptic-the  Abbot  of  the  Saints!  To  her  his  pre- 
tensions  had  never  seemed  more  than  a  gracefiil 
the  generalities  of  religion  he  sjaead  for  tiie 
of  fashionable  St.  Jamee  only      ««ndtof  haw  wi  f 
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tinkling  cymbal."  He  had  been  a  hard  drinker  in  those 
days.  Wliat  if  the  old  desire  had  run  on  beneath  the  fair 
exterior,  denied  and  repressed  till  it  had  buret  control—* 
till  lie  had  fled  horn  those  who  knew  k  to  Hugh,  in 
whow  loyalty  he  tmated,  to  give  it  rein  in  a  ikbaneh? 
Say  Oat  titii  l»d  b^pioa^  tBcl  M  ift  tlia  midit  ^  il 
Horean,  wbam  ha  bad  knows  in  Aniftm,  had  e<»ne  iqpoa 
him.  Anticipatog  recognition,  to  cover  his  own  ahame 
and  save  his  career,  in  drimken  frenzy  perhaps,  he  might 
have  fired  the  shot  on  the  hillside — that  Moreau,  taken 
unawares,  had  thought  was  Hugh's ! 

It  came  to  her  like  an  impinging  ray  of  light — .  \e  old 
curiooB  likenew  that  had  aometimea  been  made  a,  jeat 
(tf  tiba  hmne  hi  ^  tt^enk  Xmmii  and  Fran* 
dergaalhadhdiefadittobeHvght  So  had  fiie  to«% 
fof  the  body  had  heenfoond  on  hia  ground  t  Bvt(m<h« 
wIms  tiw  real  mnrderer  came  again  to  the  cabin-* 
r  '  I  it  was  his  coming  that  had  brought  back  the 
'  jipmory ! — Hugh  had  known  the  truth.  In  the  light 
of  this  supposition  his  strained  manner  then,  his  present 
determination  not  to  speak,  all  stood  plain. 

What  had  he  meant  by  a  debt  of  his  past  that  ha  had 
navai  paMf  Sa  eonld  9tm  m  ddH  t»  Harry  Sradeiioik 
If  he  enrcd  «9  debt,  it  waa  to  Mi  daad  lather,  a  ^aaand 
imea  snia  «naB  fna  onn  at  ua  i^auu  vpbwS  jm  no 
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^AMnf  in  bis  remorse  tbat  hU  father  had  cant  him 
ofi— counting  himself  nothing,  remembering  only  that 
Harry  Sanderson  had  been  David  Stires'  favorite,  and 
St.  James,  which  must  be  smirched  by  the  odium  of  its 
rector,  the  apple  of  his  eye? 

Jessica  had  snatched  at  ft  ttraw,  beotnw  it  ww  the 
only  buoyant  thing  afloat  in  the 
a  Idiad  ifttwmnwa  ihe  hugged  it  tighter  to  her  bosom. 
The  |diit»  ol  lier  tmemx^  ieemed  to  dovetail  with  fate- 
ful ftficuHM^y.  She  was  swayed  by  instinct,  and  apparent 
{allMks  were  glozed  by  old  mistrust  and  terror  of  the 
©utcome  which  was  driving  her  to  any  desperate  expedi- 
ent.   Beside  Hugh's  salvation  the  whole  uainr* 
counted  as  nothing.  She  was  in  the  grip  o£  thit  fieroi 
passion  of  love's  defenae  fee&  the  romwiee  el 

the  world.  One  purpose  powewd  her  i  to  confwnt  H««y 
SftudeiKm.  Whit  m«tt»  thom#  she  missed  the  re- 
Buducier  o£  the  tfkl?  She  could  do  nothing-her  hands 
were  tied.  If  the  truth  lay  at  Aniston  she  would  find  it. 
She  thought  no  further  than  this.  Once  in  Harry  San- 
derson's presence,  what  she  should  say  or  do  she  scarcely 
imagined.  The  horrifying  question  filled  her  thon^t 
to  the  exclusion  of  all  that  must  fdkm  its  ftiiswer.  » 
was  surety  and  self-owatictloii  ^  «f«f«a-«%  to 
in  his  eyes  the  truth  about  tiiemuito  of  Moreau. 
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She  raddenljr  began  to  tremble.  Would  the  doctors 
ic';  her  ace  him?  What  excuse  could  she  give?  If  he 
was  the  man  vho  had  been  in  Hugh's  cabin  that  night, 
he  had  heard  her  apeak,  had  known  she  was  there.  He 
sra^  Bot  luMnv  iMlofAtiid  hist  eoming,  leak  lit  hm 
anapickm  of  her  errand.  WiAtofljaSkm-^tKfMgi^ 
hut  •asMi  It  hSxL  fafatf^.  dsfaur  pwhant.  awibt  lit 
did  not  guess  that  Hugh  was  in  jeopardy  for  his  crime. 
Guilty  and  dying,  if  he  knew  this,  he  would  surely  tell 
the  truth.  But  if  he  died  before  she  could  reach  him? 
The  paper  was  some  days  old ;  he  might  be  dead  already. 
She  took  heart,  however,  fnan  the  atatement  of  hie  im> 
proved  condition. 

She  sprang  to  her  Usei  end  looked  •!  Imbt  dialdaiM 
watcb*  Tbe  wait  tonwdt  eipiwaa  was  overdue.  Tbnt  VM 
hbm  to  loae  nuontea  msgnf  eouc  Hmo  extauaeci 
her  purse— she  had  money  enooi^  wiUi  her. 

Five  minutea  later  she  was  at  the  stitkm,  a  scribbled 
note  was  on  its  way  to  Mrs.  Halloran,  and  before  a 
swinging  red  lantern,  the  kmg  incoming  tada  was  abnd- 
deriag  to  a  atop. 


CHAPTER  XUY 


TSI  nifOtlOB 

lM  tiM  long  hospital  the  air  was  cool  and  filtered,  drab 
fignres  pawed  with  soft  footfalls  and  voices  were  mea^ 
nred  and  hushed.  But  no  sense  of  coolness  or  repoit 
had  come  to  the  man  whoM  racked  body  had  b«n  tei- 
derly  borne  there  in  i»»  «owj  Awn  •»  ^ 
blackened  ruine  of  Aniilim't  moifc  perfect  ediiee. 

•ff^ffs<m  id  Mb  %mgam  MoA  en  ^  street  tmm 
■Bd  boUettoi  were  ipoM  in  newspaper  windows;  car- 
liagBi  of  tMtefil  equipment  halted  at  the  hospital  porte- 
cochftre,  messages  flew  back  and  forth,  and  the  telephone 
in  the  outer  office  whirred  busily  at  unseasonable  hours; 
but  from  the  clean  screened  room  where  he  lay,  all  thii 
was  shut  out.  Only  the  surgcona  ctme  itld  wM»  drf% 
refreshing  the  bandages  wbidi  iwnihed  one  ride  of  Mi 
face,  where  tte  dtefignring  flame  had  anitten-^  oBiif 
was  nntffli^e^       f«  »       i^toaa  the  brow, 
aeemin^y  a  thin,  red  mark  tA  acoriation. 

had  sunk  into  uBcraacioiianess  with  the  awe- 
BtradE  ewOamatiwi  ringing  in  hia  eara:  "Good  QodI 
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Ifi  Harry  Sanderson !"  He  had  drifted  back  to  con- 
pcious  knowledge  with  the  same  words  racing  in  his 
brain.  They  implied  that,  so  far  as  capture  went,  the 
old,  curious  resemblance  would  stand  his  friend  till  ho 
betrayed  himMl^  or  till  the  existence  of  the  real  Harry 
fliateion  il  fitieiy  Meaato  did  ao  1m  him,  Tiwdi- 
fanfett  moat  bold  till  he  ooold  han  himself  rami  to 

giktwqrt 

TTiii  thoni^t  grew  swiftly  paramount;  it  overlapped 
the  rigid  agony  of  his  bums  that  made  the  bed  on  which 
he  lay  a  fiery  furnace ;  it  gave  method  to  his  every  word 
and  look.  He  took  up  the  difficult  part,  and  after  the 
auperfloial  anguish  dulled,  complained  no  more  and  suc- 
eaufidty  ooiuitn^ted  ebeerfid&eM  md  beUBrawnt*  His 
laid  nothing  (tf  ISnt  owiottd^  recurrent  sitd  aidDBUBg 
fffaib  ol  pfff,  wwrriTitiij  nd  flwp  atitBtl,  ftti  hit 
breath  and  kft  aach  time  an  increasitig  gid'  .  cas. 
Whatever  inner  hurt  this  might  betoken,  he  must  hide 
it,  the  sooner  to  leave  the  hr  -^ital,  wh.  e  ttch  hour 
brought  nearer  the  inevitable  di  'jsure. 

He  thanked  fortune  now  for  the  chapel  game;  few 
enough  in  Aniston  would  care  to  see  the  unfrocked,  dis- 
graoed  rector  of  St  Jaaaet  t  He  did  not  know  that  the 
aeerrt  ma  BMbop  mm,  wM  tha  ham  ^Am 
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he  opeaea  lib  eyes,  after  a  fitful  sleep,  upon  the  latter'a 

face.  ^ 

The  bishop  was  the  first  visitor  and  it  was  his  fiwt 
visit,  for  he  had  been  in  a  distant  city  at  the  time  of  the 
fire.  Waiting  the  waking,  he  had  been  mystified  at  the 
change  a  few  months  had  wrea^t  in  tte  ccmBteiwiee 
of  the  man  whose  disappMranec  had  cost  him  so  many 
ileepless  l»mn.  The  montiis      indulgence  and  rich 
Uving— on  the  money  he  had  w«i  &om  Harry— had 
taken  away  Hugh's  slightness,  and  his  fuller  cheeks 
were  now  of  the  contour  of  Harry's  own.  But  the  bishop 
distinguished  new  lines  in  the  face  on  the  piUow,  an 
expression  unfamiliar  and  puzzling;  the  finnnesa  Mid 
strength  were  gone,  and  in  their  place  wa»  a  haunting 
something  that  gave  him  a  flitting  mguikm.  the 
discarded  thi*  he  could      shake  <A 

yAing,  ^  Mieipeeted  rfrfit  of  the  hishop  startled 
Hn^;  to  the  good  ntttfa  pain  he  had  twned  hia  face 

«My  dear  boy,"  the  bishop  had  said,  "they  teU  me  you 
are  stronger  and  better.  I  thank  God  for  itl" 

He  spoke  gently  and  with  deep  feeling.  How  coidd 
he  tell  to  what  extent  he  hunself,  in  ntfitaiail  aeterfly, 
had  been  responsible  for  that  unaeciiftraned  kokP  Whm 
Hugh  did  nc*  aniwtr,  tte  1^  a^wiatiiiei  ii- 
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lence.  He  leaned  over  the  bed;  the  big  cool  hand 
touched  the  fevered  one  on  the  white  coverlid,  where  the 
ruby  ring  glowed,  a  coal  in  snow. 

**H«rry,"  he  mid,  *you  have  wdtewl-— yon  nre  tmSet' 
ing  mow.  Bvt  tiiink  of  me  ooly  m  jmt  frioicL  1 
no  qmstuoM.  We  axe  going  to  b^in  sg»B  whare  «e 
left  off." 

The  words  and  tone  had  shown  Hugh  the  situation 
and  given  him  his  cue.  He  could  put  himself  fairly  in 
Harry's  place,  and  with  the  instinct  of  the  actor  he  did 
so  now,  meeting  the  other's  friendliness  with  a  hesitant 
eagerness. 

<q  would  like  to  do  that,"  he  wid,  to  begin  again. 
But  ^  diapd  u  fg^m,** 

^'llevtf  mhMl  i^t,"  taid  the  bidwp  dteerfally.  Ton 
are  oofy  to  get  well.  We  are  going  to  rebuild  soon,  aoA 
we  want  yonr  Judgment  on  the  plans.  Aniston  is  hang- 
ing on  your  condition,  Harry,"  he  went  on.  "There's  a 
small  cartload  of  visiting-cards  down-stairs  for  you.  But 
I  imagine  you  haven't  begun  to  receive  yet,  eh?" 

"I — I've  seen  nobody."  Hugh  spoke  hunkdly  ai^ 
hoanely.  'Tdl  the  ^^oetor  to  let  iw  «nne— no  out 
hvAjm,  I—I^  not  19  to  ftp 

''Whj,  of  comae  not,"  Hid  ^  h!s9i^  quifd^ly.  Ton 
MM  ^wH%  MQ  tM^^w  cpi  WB*> 
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Tim  WAop  chatted  a  while  of  tHe  parish,  Hugh  re- 
plying only  when  he  must,  and  went  away  heartened. 
Before  he  left  Hugh  saw  his  way  to  hasten  his  own  go- 
ing. On  the  next  visit  the  seed  was  dropped  in  the 
bishop's  mind  so  cleverly  that  he  thought  tiie  id«  hit 
own.  That  day  he  said  to  the  mgeanitt  charge: 

*He  is  gaimng  »  rapidly,  I  hate  be»  ««MBg  tf 
be  eooUta't  be  tato  away  where  the  dimrfe  will  benefit 
bim.  wmbebaabietotravelBOonr 

*T:  fiiink  80,**  answered  the  surgeon.  "We  suspected 
internal  injury  at  first,  but  I  imagine  the  worst  he  has 
to  fear  is  the  disfigurement.  Mountain  or  sea  air  would 
do  him  good,"  he  added  reflectively;  "what  he  will  need 
is  tonic  and  building  up." 

The  bishop  had  revolved  tins  ia  ^  ttind.  H«  lotm 
a  place  on  fte  coast,  todted  away  in  <i»  cypreeeea,  wMA 

woaMbeadadrabteforoHivaleMxnee.  He  could  arrange 
a  i^eebl  ear  a^  be  bbsself  could  make  the  jooniey 
wi«i  him.  He  proposed  this  to  the  surgeon  and  with 
his  approval  put  his  plan  in  motion.  In  two  days  more 
Hugh  found  his  going  fully  settled. 

The  idea  admirably  fitted  his  necessity.  The  spot  tht 
bishop  had  selected  was  quiet  and  retired,  and  nwre,  WM 
near  the  port  at  which  he  emM  mart  naMj  W»  ASjf 
for  South  America.  Only  ooe  i^eefciea  mala  Mm 


TBE  niFOSTOB 


shiver :  the  route  lay  tlirough  the  town  of  Smoky  Moun- 
tain. Yet  who  would  dream  of  looking  for  a  fugitive 
from  the  law  in  the  secluded  car  that  carried  a  aick 
man?  The  risk  would  be  noall  enou^,  tad  it  vm  tlie 
one  way  open ! 

On  the  last  afternoon  before  the  departure  Hn|^ 
uk^  im  Ha  do^Ms  1»  hiA  worn  wben  lie  waa  Imrai^ 
to  the  hospital,  found  the  gold-pieces  he  had  snatched 
in  the  burning  chapel  and  tied  them  in  a  handkerchief 
about  his  neck.  They  would  suffice  to  buy  his  sea- 
passage.  The  one  red  counter  he  had  kept — ^it  was  from 
henceforth  to  be  a  reminder  of  the  good  resolutions  he 
had  made  ao  long  ago — ^he  slipped  Into  a  podcel  of  ^ 
clothes  he  was  to  wear  away,  a  tnit  of  looae,  comfortable 
Iveed* 

Waiting  restlesaly  for  ike  htm  ti  Mi  Hu^ 

asked  for  the  newspapers.  Since  the  first  he  had  had 
them  read  to  him  each  day,  listening  fearfully  for  the 
hue  and  cry.  But  to-day  the  siugeon  put  his  leqnest 

aside. 

"After  you  are  there,'*  he  said,  "if  Bishop  Ludlow  will 
let  you.  Not  now.  Tou  are  ahnoat  out  of  my  dntehes, 
and  I  moNt  ^AOiBke  whflft  I  dffi.** 

^^U»  MtOm  pMHw  iium  una  w  am  wtHUmUm  Wt  wt 

wj/^Btf  fcff  &e  uflvifMipen  tiiat  aftoriiOtti  liftd  voffi  rtilt^ 
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ling  head-lines.  The  sordid  affairs  of  a  mining  to\m 
aeraes  the  ranges  had  little  interest  for  Aniston,  but  the 
names  of  Stires  and  Iiloreau  on  the  clicking  wire  had 
waked  it,  thus  late,  to  the  sensation.  The  profesaionil 
caution  of  the  tinker  of  human  bodies  widied,  however, 
that  no  excitement  shoald  he  added  to  the  ^^lla«adrf^!e 
fatigue  fd  his  patient's  dej^trtaTe. 

Thii  lal^  w  »««  to  spelling  defeat,  after  all,  for 
the  exertion  htoof^t  again  the  dreadful,  stabbing  pain, 
and  this  time  it  carried  Hugh  into  a  region  where  feel- 
ing ceased,  consciousness  passed,  and  from  which  he 
struggled  back  finaUy  to  find  the  surgeon  bending  anx- 
iously over  him. 

**I  don't  ike  that  sinking  spell,"  the  latter  eoefiied  to 
his  assistant  an  hour  kter  as  they  stood  looking  thrrogh 
tiieirindow  after  tiiereceffingcarrk^e.  *at  was  too  pro- 
BOimeed.  Yet  he  has  eo»i^ed  of  no  pain.  He  will  be 
in  good  hands  at  any  rate."  He  tapped  the  glass  mus- 
iB^y  with  his  forefinger.  "It's  curious,"  he  said  after  a 
pause;  "I  always  liked  Sanderson— in  the  pulpit.  Some- 
how he  doesn't  appeal  to  me  at  close  range." 

The  special  car  which  the  bishop  had  ready  had  been 
made  a  pleasant  interior;  feni4»»i  w«e  in  the  cor- 
ners,  a  caged  canary  swnng  from  a  bracket,  and  a  softly 
cirfaflBedcoadibadheoiF«pwedf9f  tt«ai*i»  A 
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moment  before  the  start,  as  it  was  bdng  coupled  to  the 
rear  of  the  resting  train,  while  the  bishop  chatted  with 
tiie  condnctw,  a  fivsiered  menenger  boy  lumtled  hSm  a 
ietegnm.  Itnad: 

I  »riv«  AatotSB  to>morrow  five.  Confldentlw.  Mait  Me 
ywb  UfpMrt.  4Miwia» 

The  bishop  read  it  in  some  perplexity.  It  was  the  first 
word  he  had  received  from  her  since  her  marriage,  but, 
aware  of  Hugh's  forgery  and  disgrace,  he  had  not  won- 
dered at  this.  Since  die  news  of  David  Stizea'deaiii,  he 
had  koind  hxt  her  letua,  frar  ite  «»  i&e  eld  num's 
hdr  and  mirtress  luiw  of  the  white  hoose  in  iihe  aspens. 
But  mUaed  &at  it  woald  need  all  her  courage  to 
come  back  to  this  town  whence  she  had  fled  with  her 
trouble — to  lay  bare  an  unsuspected  and  shameful  secret, 
to  meet  old  friends,  and  answer  questions  that  must  be 
asked.  The  newspapers  to-day  pictured  a  still  worse 
shame  for  her,  in  the  position  of  the  man  who,  in  name 
still,  WM  her  huribsBd— «te  had  trod  •»  swiftly  fta 
downward  pa&  fn»n  tfaiemy  to  the  woxrt  of  etimes. 
Conid  Jeato't  vmdi^  have  to  do  wi&  liuit?  He  io»l 
see  her,  yet  Im  dqpaston  eonld  not  now  be  delayed.  Be 
consulted  with  the  eoi^iiefa»  mi  the  latter  pored  over 
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As  ft  wwlt,  his  answering  meMge  fladied  along  the 

BudcraOB  Injand.  Taklns  Mm  to  ooMt  tMts  f«Ptr«l*t 

And  thus  the  fateful  nuanent  approachai  lAm  fi* 
great  appeal  sbould  be  ntfide. 
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▲N  APPEAL  TO  OJtSAB 

The  evidence  of  the  flwt  day's  trial  of  the  case  of  the 
People  against  Hugh  Stires  was  the  all-engrossing  topic 
that  night  in  Smoky  Mountain.  In  the  "Amon  Comer" 
of  the  Mountain  Valley  House  it  held  sway.  Among  the 
sedate  group  there  gathered,  there  aeemed  but  one  bdief : 
that  the  accused  man  was  guilty— Intl  one  feelii^:  tinl 
of  xegttA.  Gnvify  lay  so  heavily  upon  tiw  ttniofptere 

tlii^  ita  Mil.  ^Bewft  moBM^^ 
diseuskn  to  dedne  IbaeAj  that  Hugh  Stires  was  a 
BMtttoir»  tfaas  tbey  were  all  thieves  and  she  a  cannibal'* 
^  aroused  no  smile.  Barney  McGinn  perhaps  f  ptly  ex- 
pressed the  consensus  of  opinion  when  he  said :  "I  allow 
we  all  know  he's  guilty,  but  nobody  believes  it." 

Late  as  Smoky  Mountain  sat  up  that  nighi^  however, 
it  was  on  hand  next  moniiog,  nmk  mi  fite,  vlMa  ^ 
cosri  cixBswBtA 

All  ^  ptevioai  ef«iia&  mo  far  ft  itol  tiiit  ift  ^ 
odl  of  hia  dicn^  WMae  laA  raudned  thvt  in  bis  offic*, 
^Maf  tt  ftoMtmr.  Inhistiftiiiai  Bmy  k»tei 
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aol  cmoM  Wi  deep  aniJety,  but  to  his  questionB  there 
WM  so  new  Mwwer,  and  he  had  returned  from  the  inter- 
tier  more  nonplussed  than  ever.  He  had  wondered  that 
Jessica,  on  this  last  night,  did  not  come  to  his  office,  but 
had  been  rather  relieved  than  otherwise  that  she  not 
He  had  gone  to  bed  heavy  with  disconrtgenieBt  nd  UA 
waked  in  the  morning  with  fowboding.  _ 
As  he  shook  h«ia»  wiiii  1J»  ^  ^ 

of  painful  impotence  coald  nol  orcrlay.  He  read  in  the 
eompoMd  itee  tiie  same  prescience  that  possessed  him, 
but  it  held  no  fear  or  shadow  of  turning.  He  was  facing 
the  scaffold ;  facing  i^-if  the  woman  he  loved  was  right 
in  her  conclusions-in  obedience  to  a  set  idea  of  mM- 
martyrdom  and  with  indomitable  spirit  It  was  iaeoo- 
ceivable  that  a  sane  man  would  do  this  for  a  sneaking 
assassin.  It  was  «ther  ahmation  or  a  retenfliBs  p»- 
poie  s«  exteaordinary  that  it  lay  far  xemotea  fHHn  the 

ordinary  ooniaea  of  reaawnng.  Felder's  own  conviction 
M  no  boWering  of  fact,  no  logical  premise;  indeed, 
as  he  had  admitted  to  Doctor  Brent,  it  was  thoroughly 
Tinprofessional.  Even  to  cite  the  circumstances  on  which 
Jessica  based  her  belief  that  Hugh  knew  the  real  mur- 
derer would  weaken  his  case.  Th«  suggestian  wodd 
seem  a  mere  bungling  expedient  to  inject  taatdWiig 
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fillip  of  mystery  and  unbelievable  Quixotic  motiye,  and, 
lacking  evidence  to  support  it»  would  touch  the  vhoto 
fabric  with  the  iabit  el  tbt  vamtikkm.  The  mbm  of 
painful  TwpoaMibility  and  hupelMnwn  opprcwed  Wm, 
for,  10  lir  M  real  evidence  wmA,  he  had  entered  on  this 
pmd  dqr  of  liio  etn^^  wiOiei^  ft  ta^i&le  theoey 

defense. 

As  he  turned  from  greeting  bis  client,  Felder  noted 
with  surprise  that  Jessica  was  not  in  her  place.  Not  that 
he  needed  her  further  testimony,  for  he  had  drawn  from 
her  the  day  before  all  he  intencted  to  utilize,  but  her 
afaaenoe  diatinlwd  yin,  and  inetinetifiiy  be  tniaed 
lodwd  acrow  the  sea  of  faces  toward  the  door. 

TTmvrfm  gbmee  Idknrdl  his,  and  a  de^r  pain  be- 
In^piefed  it  as  his  eyes  returned  to  the  empty  chair.  He 
saw  Mrs.  Halloran  whisper  eagerly  with  the  lawyer,  who 
turned  away  with  a  puzzled  look.  In  his  bitterness  the 
thought  came  to  him  that  the  testimony  had  sapped  her 
conviction  of  his  innocence — ^that  his  refusal  to  answer 
her  entreaties  had  been  ^  lust  straw  to  Hm  load  nnder 
whi&  il  bad  gooe  down— that  ite  bdwred  Mm  indeed 
ibe  murderer  of  Morean.  To  seem  the  cringing  mm' 
im^^j^tif^Mamidaetwinhfflrefes!  Tiu^at^ 
stung  him.  Her  faith  had  meant  so  much ! 

The  orainoos  feeling  weighed  heavily  on  Felder  when 
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MM  to  oaal&tM  the  tertimony  for  the  prisoner,  bo 
rudely  dUturbed  the  evening  before.  In  >uch  a  com- 
munity  pettifogging  was  of  no  avaU.  Throwing  expert 
duBt  in  jurors'  eyes  would  be  worse  than  iwtot.  In  l» 
opening  words  he  made  no  attempt  to  eonceri  the  weric- 
ness  of  the  defense,  evid«itirfly  «mriM,  «rippt«  <« 
aUhu8k,hiiWMiobetiitpp«lto0w». 

Thraogii  ft  cfcmd  ^  mitamm,  wmdsely,  consistently 
— yel  wUh  iTTfn*^  taefcftdness  that  disarmed  the  ob- 
|eeti<ms  of  the  prosecution— he  began  to  lead  tliem 
through  the  series  of  events  that  had  followed  the  arrival 
of  the  self.forgotten  man.  Out  of  the  mouths  of  their 
own  neighbors-Devlin,  Barney  McGinn,  Mtfc  MMOanOh 
who  came  down  weeping— they  weie  made  to  Mi,  ••  fa  » 

cydorama,  the  struggle  for  idaWWfttol  agM 

and  wapicion,  the  cowftge  thrt  hid  dftwa  for  ft  child  • 

Wb,  ^  fcBMrty  ^  Twrpeee  M  teed  in  tdf-nirren- 
der.  ThepfiwBor,  i»  laid,  had  recovered  his  memory 
\Mhn  the  aficnsation  and  asserted  his  abwlut«  inno- 
cence.  Those  who  believed  him  guilty  of  the  murder  of 
Doctor  Moreau  must  believe  him  also  a  vulgar  liar  and 
poseur.  He  left  the  inference  clear:  If  the  prisoner  had 
fired  that  cowardly  shot,  he  knew  »  ww;  tf  t» 
he  Lad  lied  all  along,  and  the  later  Hfe  lie  l»attwd^ 
Smoky  llo«nlai»-^o^t 
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vardness  of  purpose,  kindliueM  and  titmngB  hici  htm 
but  hypc?Tii7,  tiw bootim  ariliee of  mMBawinaomu 

It  im  as  MrtaM  aad  BWvfBg^  •aiiiiMd  to 
malinnBdQed  by  a  eoaqpltz  ani  vtfifom  flOB- 
.fCBliaa,  fett  toply  and  deeply  the  simplest  and  deepest 
passions  of  human  kind.  Often,  as  the  morning  grew, 
Felder's  glance  turned  toward  the  empty  chair  near-by, 
and  more  than  once,  though  his  active  thought  never 
wavered  from  the  serious  businesfi  in  hand,  his  subcon- 
scious mind  wondered.  Mrs.  Halloran  had  told  him  fii 
the  note  from  Jesakft—lt  bad  aiid  ooly  tiitt  die  wooM 
letamrtHieetfiieilFoaMwnMBl.  Tbtmteia 
Folder's  mind  was  general  thron^xrat  the  court-room, 
far  QOBB  who  had  listened  to  Jessica's  testimony — and 
the  whole  town  had  heard  it — could  doubt  the  strength 
of  her  love.  The  eyes  that  saw  the  empty  chair  were  full 
of  pity.  Only  the  knot  of  serious  faces  in  the  jury-box 
was  seldom  turned  that  way. 

The  session  was  prolonged  past  tbe  iweD  hawt,  tad 
when  I^Uer  lestocl  bk  cMe  tt  ieemed  tiirt  •&  Oat  WK 
possO^  bei  ben  tdL  Be  bai  done  bts  utmoet  Be 
had  drawn  from  tiie  people  of  Bmkj  Momitaia  ft  dx*> 
iiMttjff  story,  and  bad  filled  in  its  outlines  with  color, 
force  and  feeling.  And  yet»  M  be  closed,  ibe  bnrjnr  f^ 
a  siek  seue  of  failure. 
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Omi  adjourned  for  on  hour,  and  in  the  interim 
Waer  remained  in  a  littl.  ro<,n»  in  the  building  wh^ 
Doctor  Brent  wa.  to  -end  him  «mdwid»  ana  ccOm 

from  the  hotel.   ^, 

"You  made  a  fine  effort.  Ton,"  tte  Utter  •• 
they  .tood  for  .  wm^  fa  court-raom. 
-Y«»»ie  drfng  wcaider.  with  no  case,  and  the  town 
oaAttoieBdy«itoC«m«ie«onthe»trengthof  itl  I 

mmm  ^J^T  evidence  made  me  feel  a«  mean  a. 
,  dog  about -the  raHcal,  though  I  knew  all  tl>e  timo  he 
was  as  guilty  as  the  devil."  ,   ^  . ,  ^ 

The  lawyer  shook  his  head.  "I  aonH 
Brent,"  he  said,  "for  you  don't  taow  him  at  I  do.  I 
have  seen  much  of  him  lately,  been  oftenw^  him, 
watched  Wm  under  .ti«»-*r  to  doemH  deodiw  toa- 
«af,  he  ha.  no  thought  of  aequittal!  We  mme  o  us 
taiir  Hm^  Stfaei.  We  put  him  down  for  a  shallow, 
tulgar  blackleg,  without  redeeming  (iualities.  But  the 
we  are  trying  is  a  gentleman,  a  refined  and  cd^ 
vated  man  of  taste  and  feeling.  I  have  le«tiied  hia  tme 
character  during  these  days." 

"Well,"  said  the  other  "if  you  believe  in  Mm,  eo  much 
thebetter.  YouTl make fte better^ lor  it  Ttfl  me 
one  thing— where  waa  Miea  Holmes 
1  Mi  kaov." 
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The  doctor  raised  hw  eyebrows.  "Gootl-by,"  he  said. 
"I'll  Bend  over  the  coCee  and  Bandwicheii,"  he  added  as 
he  turned  away. 

«She  thinka  he  <•  fnUtyr  he  taid  to  hiaadf  M  he 
wilked  up  the  stieek.  "She  thinki  he  ia  gB%,  ioor 
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To  stand  face  to  face  with  Harry  Sanderson— that 
had  been  Jessica's  sole  thought.  The  news  that  ti» 
bishop,  with  the  man  she  suspected,  was  speeding  t<w«d 
her-to  pass  the  very  town  wherein  Hn^  rtood  for  hia 
life— eeemedapiwrwairaaaitcrf^efiidji^^  When 
tto  tatognun  lewAed  her,  she  had  already  gon'i  ^ 

To  proceed  would  be  to  paw  the  coming  train. 
At  m  &rther  station,  however,  she  was  able  to  take  a 
Di^t  train  back,  arriving  agidn  at  Twin  Peaks  in  the 
gray  dawn  of  the  next  morning.  At  the  dingy  station 
hotel  there  she  undressed  and  lay  down,  but  her  BOWa 
were  quivering  and  she  could  not  doae  her  eyes.  Toward 
noon  she  dressed  aad  foieed  hwcself  to  bredrfia^  wd- 
izing  the  need  <rf  tiimi^  fiBie        tie  rest  of  the 
time  of  wai^  watting     aad  down  fai  tiie  criap  air, 
^UA  itiBidtDd  her  a^iBi  ai^  ii»  ^  *  mmam  of 
control. 

When  the  train  for  which  she  waited  came  in,  the  cur- 
tained car  at  its  wd,  she  did  not  wait  for  the  bishop  to 
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find  her  on  the  platform,  but  stepped  aboard  and  made 
her  way  slowly  back.  It  started  again  as  she  threaded 
the  last  Pullman,  to  find  the  bishop  on  its  rear  platform 
peering  out  anxiously  at  the  receding  btatkm. 
He  took  both  her  hands  and  drew  her  into  tlw  empty 

he  said  jntyingly.  "I  have  hotfd.'* 

Sl»  wiaeed.  **Doe8  Aniston  know?" 

"Ye^**  he  answered.  "Y esterday's  newspapers  told  it." 

She  put  her  hand  on  his  arm.  "Can  you  guess  why  I 
was  coming  home?  '  she  asked.  "It  was  to  tell  Harry 
Sanderson!  I  know  of  the  fire,"  she  went  on  quickly, 
"and  of  his  injury.  I  can  guess  you  want  to  span  liim 
strain  or  excitement,  but  T  most  tdl  MbI" 

»  ft  m«tt»  of  ^ijriiMA  siiwga,  Mea,**  teirii* 

«He  has  been  a  ode  man.  Urn^m  wf  m^NT  % 
4i^hidi  9ood  owM  ^  do?** 

"Believe,  oh,  you  must  believe,**  she  pleaded,  "that  I 
do  not  ask  this  lightly,  that  I  have  a  purpose  that  makes 
it  necessary.  It  means  so  much — ^more  than  my  life  to 
me  I  Why,  I  have  waited  here  at  Twin  Peaks  all  through 
the  night,  till  now,  when  this  very  day  and  honr  they 
are  trying  him  there  at  Bmdkj  Uomti^l  tm 
tetraetdlhimP 
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WW  in  ber  mind.  H  tlieie  w»  any  one  who  had  ever 
lad  an  influence  om  Hu^  for  good,  it  was  Harry 
Sanderson.  He  himself,  he  thought,  had  none.  Per- 
hipB,  remembering  their  old  comradeBhip,  she  was  long- 
ing now  to  have  this  influence  exerted,  to  bring  Hugh 
to  a  better  mind-thinKing  of  his  eternal  welfare,  of  his 
making  his  peace  with  his  Maker.  Beneath  his  prosy 
churchmanship  ar.vl  somewhat  elaborate  piety,  the  buOwp 
had  a  ':pirituaUty  almost  nwdieval  in  its  simplicity. 
Perhaps  tt»i«w»fiod'»W.  His  eyea  lighted. 
«Very  well,"  he  said.  «Ck«ne,"  and  led  the  way  into 

Jessica  foUowed,  her  hands  clenched  tightly.  She  saw 
the  couch,  the  profile  on  its  cushions  turned  toward  the 
window  where  forest  and  stream  slipped  past— a  face 
curiously  like  Hugh's!  Yet  it  was  different,  l«toig 
the  other's  strength,  even  its  refin«n«nt  And  this  man 
had  molued  Hughl  These  vtgae  tiwui^ta  loat  them- 
idrnt  instantty  in  the  momentew  rarmfce  that  filled 
}^  ^nagina^.  The  WAfxp  put  out  his  hand  and 
toa^id  iSt»  relaxed  arm. 

The  trepidation  that  darted  into  the  bandaged  face  as 
it  turned  upon  the  girlish  figure,  the  frosty  fear  that 
blanched  the  haggard  ccvnten.mce,  spoke  Hugh's  sur- 
prise  and  dread.  It  was  she,  and  she  knew  idm 
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Harry  Sanderson  was  in  Smoky  Mountain.  Had  she 
heard  of  the  chapel  fire,  guessed  the  imposture,  and  come 
to  denounce  him,  the  guilty  husband  she  had  such  rea- 
son to  hate?  The  twitching  Umbs  stiffened.  "Jwsicar 
he  said  in  a  hoane  whbper. 

For  an  instant  a  fierce  aenae  of  trinmph  flamfid 
tiinni^  her  every  Bene.  BsA  a  eold  doubt  dulled  it. 
Her  suspicion  mi^t  be  the  verieat  chimera.  It  seemed 
suddenly  too  wild  for  belief.  She  sat  down  abruptly 
and  for  a  fleeting  moment  hid  her  face.  The  bishop 
touched  the  bowed,  brown  head. 

"Harry,"  he  said,  "Jessica  is  in  great  trouble.  She 
has  come  with  sad  news.  Hugh,  her  husband,  your  dd 
coU^  nuite,  is  in  a  terrS»le  positiim.  Be  k  accused  of 
msrdtf.  I  l»pt  the  newspapm  from  yc«  to-day  bewwe 

She  had  caught  the  meaning  of  the  pity  in  his  tone — 
for  her,  not  for  Hugh!  "Ah,"  she  cried  ppsfionately, 
lifting  her  head,  "but  they  tlid  not  tell  it  all  i  Did  they 
tell  you  that  he  is  unjustly,  wickedly  accused  by  an 
enemy  ?  That,  though  they  may  convict  him,  he  is  inno- 
cent— innocent?" 

The  bishc^  looked  at  her  in  surprise.  In  spite  of  all 
tiw  pi^---^  duo^i^  cQudeseelesi  ptrt  «id  bar 
mtmg  ihai  lored  and  beUerri  ia.  her  hudMmdt 
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Hugh's  hand  lifted,  wtfered  an  instant  before  his 
tonr.  Md  Aa  aay  h»  wai  iaaoeaAf  H  d»V-«lda^ 
trtand,"  he  said  hoarsely. 

Jeaaica's  wide  eyes  fastened  on  his  as  though  to  search 
his  secret  soul.  "I  will  tell  it  all,"  she  said,  "then  you 
will  understand."  The  bishop  drew  a  chair  close,  but 
her  gaze  did  not  waver  from  the  face  on  the  cnriiioaa— 
the  face  which  she  must  read! 

As  she  told  Umj  bw&en  tale  the  car  was  stai,  saw  f«r 
the  labored,  irregular  breathing  of  the  proatrate  man, 
and  &e  maffled  too  that  penetrated  the  walla,  a  multi- 
todinoaa,  elfin  din.  Once  the  swinging  canary  broke 
fOfrOi  into  liquid  warbling,  as  though  in  all  the  world 
were  no  throe  of  body  or  dolor  of  mind.  In  that  telling 
Jessica's  mind  traversed  wastes  of  alternate  certainty 
and  doubt,  as  she  hung  upon  the  look  of  the  man  who 
listened— a  look  that  merged  slowly  isto  »  UuM  wi- 
derstanding.  Hugh  understood  i»wl 

had  beUeved  hfaii  to  be  her  Intod,  and  she 
bdieved  so  stilL  And  Harry  m  not  intend  to  tell.  He 
was  safe  ...  safe!  In  the  leai^  fwan  hia  fear, 
felt  sick  and  faint. 
The  bishop  had  been  listening  in  some  anxiety,  both 
for  her  and  for  his  charge.  There  was  a  strained  in- 
tensity in  her  manner  now  that  betokened  almost 
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balance — so  it  seemed  to  him.  The  side-lights  he  had 
had  of  Hugh's  career  led  him  to  believe  him  incapable 
of  such  a  self-sacrifice  as  her  tale  recited.  A  strange 
power  there  was  in  woman's  love ! 

"You  see,"  she  ended,  "that  is  why  I  know  he  is  inno- 
cent You  can  nof*-— her  eyes  hM  Hugh's— "y<H»  can 
noi  donbi  it,  can  you?*' 

Hill's  Umgm  vet  hk  pndMd  A  tMM  tm 
Haoag^Mm.  He  did  aot  smnrer. 

Jessica  started  to  her  feet.  Self-possession  was  falling 
from  her;  she  was  fighting  to  seize  the  vital  knowledge 
that  evaded  her.  She  held  out  hsr  hand— in  the  palm 
lay  a  small  emblem  of  gold. 

"By  this  cross,"  she  cried  witii  desperate  etfaeBtUM, 
ask  yon  for  tte  trotiu  It  k  Ua  Hi»  or  dmii— Hugh's 
life  at  dmm  Be  ^  net  kffl  Poein  Memo.  Who 

mr 

Hoi^  1^  dmmk  back  on  the  oonch,  his  face  ghastly. 
"I  know  notiAir-ttofi^r  ht  atiimiOTwI.  *^  sot 

ask  me !" 

The  bishop  had  risen  in  alarm;  he  thought  her  hys- 
terical. "Jessica!  Jessica  I"  he  exclaimed.  He  threw  his 
arm  about  her  and  led  her  from  the  couch.  "You  don't 
know  what  yon  are  saying.  Ton  are  beaide  yonn^." 
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down.  SBewattei«tiia«p^wri»g.  The  aoi.  ftfll  fwoi 
hOThandandheitoopedaiidpidteditup. 

«T»y  to  cdm  y«a«df/'  he  said,  "to  think  of  other 
thia«  to  a  lew  moments.  This  little  cross-I  wonder 
how  you  come  to  have  it?  I  gave  it  to  Sanderson  las 
May  to  commemorate  his  ordination."  He  twistedit 
open.  "Sec,  here  is  the  date,  May  twenty-eighth^airt 
was  the  day  I  gave  it  to  him." 

She  gave  a  quick  gasp  and  flio  l«k  t«lige  «f 
faded  from  her  chedc  8^  tated  «l  him  in  a  rtricken 
way  "iMt  Mayr  d>8  ttid  fiuntiy.  Harry  Sanderson 
hid  heett  61  Aafcton,  ^  on  the  day  Doctor  Moreau 
had  hem  murdered.  Her  house  of  cards  fell.  She  had 
been  mistaken!  She  leaned  her  head  back  against  the 
cushion  and  closed  her  eyes. 

Presently  she  felt  a  cold  glass  touch  her  lips.  **He» 
is  some  water,"  the  bishop's  voice  said.  «Yott  are  better, 
are  you  not?  Poori&ildl  Yea tete heea  toi^  »  ter. 
rible  strain.  I  would       the  wwld  to  help  yon  if  I 

couldP  ^.  , 

He  1^  h»,  tad  she  sat  dully  trying  to  thmk.  Th*. 
regular  jar  <rf  the  trucks  had  set  itself  to  a  i  \  laa— n-. 
hege,  no  hope,  no  hope!  She  knew  now  that  there  w..n 
none.  Wlien  the  bishop  reentered  she  did  not  turn  her 
head.  He  sat  beside  her  a  while  and  she  waa  awM* 
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again  of  his  voice,  speaking  soothingly.  At  moments 
thereafter  he  was  there,  at  others  she  knew  that  she  was 
alone,  but  she  was  unconscious  of  the  flight  of  time.  She 
knew  only  that  the  day  was  fading.  On  the  chilly  whirl- 
ing landscape  she  saw  only  a  crowded  room,  a  jury-box, 
a  judge's  bench,  and  Hii|^  before  it,  listoiing  to  the 
teiiieii»e  tlwl  woM  take  him  horn  het  Ut  ever.  The 
brif^t  Bimlighi  was  mereilec»ly,  satanically  enid,  and 
Ck)d  a  sneoeiBg  monster  taming  a  crank. 

Into  her  conscious  view  grew  distant  snowy  ranges, 
hills  unrolling  at  their  feet,  a  straggling  town,  a  staring 
white  court-house  and  a  grim  low  building  beside  it. 
She  rose  stumblingly,  the  train  quivering  to  the  brakes, 
as  the  bishop  entrarecU 

<1FMb  k  &Baekj  Hoastoin,^  she  said  vi&  amnb  UfNk 
"That  is  &e  hnOdiiig  idieie  he  is  bdog  tried.  I  am  go- 
ing there  now.** 

The  bishop  opened  the  door.  "We  stop  here  twenty 
mi&ntes,''  he  said.  ''I  will  walk  a  little  way  with  yoa." 
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Hugh's  haggard  face  peered  after  tiiem  through  s 
rift  in  a  window  curtain.  irhdmMA»hKmmKfttA> 
ed?  Not  tiw  tntkbl  And  only  a»t  could  betray  him. 
FHm^  ibt  Mop  iveda  xeteB,  tte  train  would  start 

i^ain,  tad  ^  ipot  of  terror  would  be  bcitnid  him. 
What  had  he  to  do  with  Harry  Sanderson  ? 

He  bethought  himself  suddenly  of  the  dooMf  some 
one  should  come  in  upon  him!  With  a  qualm  of  fear  he 
stood  up,  staggered  to  it  and  turned  the  key  in  the  lock. 
There  was  not  tho  wonted  buzz  about  the  atatitm;  tiie 
place  was  silent,  save  for  ttie  tbrcb  of  ^  litHed  afif^ 
•nd  ilM  ihadov  of  ^  inin  <m  tbe  froaty  platform 
qoliend  ffivftfl^Bi^naL  Ahkeksmyhesaw  theoonrt- 
lioii8e-4motB  of  people  were  standing  about  ita  do«r, 
waiting  for  what?  A  fit  of  trembling  seized  hiir 

All  his  years  Hugh  had  been  a  moral  coward.  Life  to 
him  had  been  sweet  for  the  grosser,  material  pleasures 
it  held.  He  had  cared  for  nobody,  had  held  nothing 
sacred.  When  his  sins  had  found  Wm  oat,  he  1^  w* 
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rq>entecl;  he  had  only  cuned  the  accident  of  discovery. 
The  sincerest  feeling  of  regret  he  had  known  had  bMB 
in  the  chapel  when  he  had  thought  of  his  dead  mother. 
Since  one  dismal  night  on  Smoky  Monntain,  dread,  dog- 
ging and  relentless,  had  been  his  hateful  bedfellow.  He 
had  now  only  to  keep  silence,  let  Hany  Sanderson  pay 
tibe  penalty,  aad  he  seed  ditid  no  wen*  Stim^ 
to  ttt  pariimrm  al  tha  km,  wvM  bt  atal  AaaoaB  m 
sai^  be  he  could  disappear — as  the  rector  of  St  James 
had  disappeared  before.  He  might  change  his  name  aad 
live  at  ease  in  lome  ofhffir  fuiter  of  tiie  wadd»liia  ikm 
laid  for  ever. 

But  a  worse  thing  would  haunt  him,  to  scare  his  sleep. 
He  would  be  doubly  blood-guilty  1 

In  the  awful  moment  while  he  dung  to  the  iron  ban 
m.  t&e  tmmfKBg  tOtt-WaUOW,  Wltu  wtiim  cmtMiWH 
at  him,  Hii|^  bad  hMt  iato  heU»  and  shiv«red  baimia 
^|ud{jiiMBt:  The  wage$  of  »m  i§  itidk,  &t  Oat  fiery 
ordeal  the  cheapness  and  wmai^er,  the  ostentation  and 
self-esteem  had  burned  away,  and  his  soul  had  stood 
naked  as  a  winter  wood.  Dying  had  not  then  been  the 
Austere  Terror.  What  came  after — ^that  had  appalled 
him.  Yet  Harry  Sanderson  was  not  afraid  of  the  here- 
after; Iw  ^Me  death  calmly,  knowing  that  he,  Hugh, 
«a»aitto£al 
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He  thought  ol  the  little  goM  c«w  3ttde%  haA  held 
befoie  him.  The  l»t  time  he  hrf  leen  it  WM  during  that 
nanorahle  game  when  Hwrry  had  set  it  on  the  table.  In 
hie  podtet  was  a  battered  red  disk— a  reminder  of  the 
days  that  Harry  had  won,  which  had  never  been  ren- 
dered.  He  thought  of  the  stabbing  agony  that  had  come 
and  come  again,  to  strike  each  time  more  deeply.  The 
death  that  he  had  cheated  in  the  chapel  might  he  acer 
him  now.  But  wl^eror  dwth  ■boald  come,  whetdwaW 
he  ULj  when  he  itood  hefoie  hie  Judge,  with  such  a  fear- 
fid  desUetoden  on  Me  lonir  He  wee  horribly  afraid ! 

Snppoie  he  waited.  Harry  might  be  convicted,  sen- 
teneed,  but  he  could  «ave  him  at  the  last  moment.  When 
lie  was  safe  on  his  way  to  South  America,  he  could 
write  the  bishop— beg  him  to  go  to  Smoky  Mo'^Jitam 
and  convince  himself.  But  how  soon  would  that  he?  It 
would  be  long,  long— and  justice  wee  ewHt  Aad  wbtA 
if  death  should  take  lam  unawMee  beloiehand?  It 
would  be  too  hrte  flien,  too  lete  for  ewr  and  everl 

^^pm  he  tdi  the  troth  now  and  saved  Harry.  He 
had  never  done  a  brave  deed  for  the  sake  of  truth  or 
l^rteousness,  or  for  the  love  of  any  human  being,  but 
he  could  do  one  now.  For  the  one  red  counter  that  had 
been  a  symbol  of  a  day  of  evil  living,  he  could  render  a 
deed  that  would  make  requital  for  thoee  unpaid  days! 
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Ho  would  not  have  played  the  coward's  part.  It  would 
repair  the  wrong  bo  had  done  Jessica.  He  would  haw 
Blade  expiation.  Vn^fhraneia  tad  pity,  not  reproadiea 
tad  ibtoM^  tradd  loBoir  Urn.  AaA  H  wmM  htkaoB, 
perhaps,  the  one  dreadful  count  that  stood  against  him. 
He  thought  of  the  scaffold  and  shivered.  Yet  there  was 
a  more  terrible  thought:  It  is  a  fearfvi  ikin§  i»  faJl 
into  the  hands  of  the  living  OodI 

He  made  bis  way  again  to  the  door  and  unlocked  it. 
It  was  only  to  cross  that  space,  to  speak,  and  then  the 
grim  brick  building— and  the  penalty. 

Wi^  ft  iMoie  ay  Iw  doBBMd  ^  dew  to  ftw- 
tieaSy  Iod»d  it  TI  .  edge  of  Muchii^  pain  ww 
iqpoa  him  again.  tiwoA?^  hunk  to  the  cooi^  and  fell 
across  it  face  down,  dragging  the  cushions  in  frantic 
haste  over  bis  bead,  to  shut  out  the  sick  throbbing  of 
the  steam,  that  seemed  shuddering  at  the  fate  ids  cower- 
ing soul  dared  not  face. 

The  groups  outakle  of  tiie  ooiirt4K»ue  made  waj  def- 
erentially  for  m»  vaeemekm  of 

Some  one  asked  a  question  on  the  steps,  and  she  heard 
&e  answer  *  "Tbs  SUtlttiH^  jw^^^Asi^SBKi  Qb§ 

is  cha^ii^;.'' 

The  mmm  hall  was  filled,  and  thon^^  all  who  i»v 
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«M  eiWfdri  beyond  the  pcwibiUty  of  pawage.  She 
eoiild  tee  the  judge's  bench,  with  it.  sedate  gray-bearded 
flgare,  the  jury-box  at  the  left,  the  moving  rcatlew  facet 
about  it,  set  like  a  living  mowic.  Only  the  tibk  wbm 
the  lawyers  and  the  prisoner  ut 
the  empty  chair  where  sht  litd  iifc  j(«rtndif.  WhH  tafl 
Hugh  thought,  A0  w«idw4  «h%,        lit  lua 

BbB  hKUBK  mne  suddenly  that  the  figure  at  the 
hiA  bench  was  speaking,  had  been  speaking  all  along. 

could  not  think  clearly,  and  her  brain  struggled 
with  the  incisive  matter-of-fact  sentences. 

''With  the  prisoner's  later  career  in  Bmtkf  MwuiUia 
they  had  nothing  to  do,  not  hi^  tte  l»w.  The  quertkmtt 
asked-the  only  questie*  »  «4  ht  kBI 

Uma?  TlieyBii^t  be  totfli  to  biBeTO 
csp^k  «f  eettb«aictofy  wsto-  the  courageous  sav- 
teffitft  ehfld  from  death,  for  example,  and  the  shooting 
down  of  a  fellow-mortal  in  cold  blood-but  it  had  been 
tmly  said  that  such  contrasts  were  not  impossible,  nay^ 
were  even  matters  of  common  observation.  Prejudki 
and  bias  aside,  and  sympathy  and  liking  tria*,  ^ 
constituted  a  tribunal  of  justice.  IJifa  «»  State  bii  < 
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ri^t  to  demand,  and  this  they,  the  jury,  had  ma^ 
nliaai  Mfii  to  give." 
Tbt  vofdi  bti  ae  sMtiiiac  lor  bir  ttft.  '^Vluildid 

In  her  abyss  of  torture  ihe  fdt  Ibe  tenee  expecttaoj 

stirring  sndibly  in  the  room  like  a  still  breeze  in  forest 
leaves — saw  the  averted  faces  of  the  jury  as  they  rose  to 
file  oui  She  caught  but  a  glimpse  of  the  prisoner,  aa 
the  sheriff  touched  his  arm  and  led  the  way  quickly  to 
the  door  tiirongh  whidi  he  had  been  brought. 

KflMMMd  «wt^  rlnaod  umd  them,  uai  the  of 
wBBfwemt  zfKRB  onm  au  at  obbb  b  •  giw*  n^pmiOB 
of  zdfef  ud  A  bnB  of  couTenati<m. 

A  voice  spoke  beside  her.  It  was  Doctor  Brent. 
''Come  with  me,'*  he  said.  "Felder  asked  mt  io  wiMk 
f<vyoa.  We  can  wait  in  the  jvdfe'a  room." 
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THE  VKBDIOT 


Meunrhife  in  the  narrow  cell  Harry  was  alone  with 
hiB  bitterness.  His  judicial  sense,  keenly  alive,  from 
the  very  first  had  appreciated  the  woeful  weakness,  evi- 
dentially speaking,  of  his  position.  He  had  no  iUmiflM 
on  this  score.  A  little  while-after  rach  deUberatiflB  » 
was  decent  and  seemly-wid  he  wald  be  a  eendaiHied 
criminal,  waiting  in      diadw  of  the  heapen  neow. 
In  such  locaUties  jwifee  was  swift  There  would  be 
gc«il  te»  beUreen  verdict  and  penalty-not  enongh, 
dottbtkae,  for  the  problem  to  solve  itself.  For  the  only 
solution  possible  was  Hugh's  dying  in  the  hospital  at 
Aniston.  So  loDg  as  the  other  Uved,  he  must  play  out 
the  role. 

And  if  Hugh  did  die,  but  died  too  late?  What  a 
satire  on  truth  and  justfeel  The  awne  en«rii!ii«* 
the  rope  about  his  owmw*  wmld  fold  the  real  Hugh 
ia  the  o&»  «iiifit%.  He  would  lie  in  the  little  jaU 
y«i  ill  a  fMt  gmre,  and  Hugh  in  the  cemetery  on 
hffl,  bateath  a  maible  nMmwaent  erected  by  St 
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James  "BuUtt  to  il'.^  B<»verend  Henry  Sanderson.  He 
was  in  an  %mf  ii<se.  In  the  do  k,  or  in  the  cell  with  the 
death-watch  s.  tir.g  at  its  dcor,  it  was  all  one.  He  had 
elected  the  pa  Ji,  ui^d  it  led  to  the  bleak  edge  of  life, 
to  the  barren  abyss  of  shame,  he  mrart  tread  it. 

His  own  lif e— ^  lud  come  in  his  tiiinkiiig  to  a  pdnl 
when  &«t  matteied  leart  of  aU.  H«ry  Bmammm,  Him 
Tasished  rector  <rf  St.  Jamei,  mattered.  And  Jessica  I 
On  ^  eot  lay  a  staader  blue-bound  book— Tennyson's 
BecJcet  She  had  sent  it  to  him,  in  a  hamper  of  her 
favorites,  some  days  before.  He  picked  it  up  and  held 
it  in  his  hand,  touching  the  limp  leather  gently.  It  was 
as  soft  as  her  cheek,  and  there  was  about  the  leaves  a 
hint  of  that  intangible  perfume  that  h»  mind  alvajft 
aaaodated  «i& 

.  .  .  tlw  amell  of  tbe  JunUn-flower 
Tbai  ihe  vateA  to  wear  in  ter  breaat! 

Par  more  than  his  life,  more  than  the  name  and  fame 
of  the  Heverend  Henry  Sanderson,  she  mattered !  Could 
he  write  it  for  her  eye,  the  whole  truth,  so  that  oometime 
—afterward— the  bishop  might  know,  and  the  blot  be 
erased  from  his  career?  Impossible  I  Wi&Hi^taiied 
knisUm  mA  htte  Smoky  Itoo^dii,  mi  ttm 
Iml  voold  mile  ftt  ladi  a  takP  Gbe  mi|^  sho&t  ft  t» 
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the  world,  and  it  would  answer  with  deri«M».  And  whsfc 
comfort  would  the  truth  be  to  bar  ? 
Could  he  say  to  Iwr:  "Your  huibuid  li«  dead  tmdtr 

I,  who  yott  think  am  your  husband,  am  not  and  new 
iJts.  Ton  taro  come  to  my  call-but  I  am  nothing  to 
,00.  You  are  the  wife  of  the  guilty  murderer  of 
Moreau!"  Could  he  leave  this  behind  him,  and,  pass- 
ing from  her  life  for  ever,  turn  the  memory  of  their 
love  into  an  irremediable  bitterness?  N<>-nol  Better 
never  to  tell  her !  Better  to  let  her  Uw  her  Me,  bdding 
her  faith  and  dream,  tieaauring  her  beMef  in  im  legaifc. 
ttod  iBMecnMt 
He  thou^t  of  the  donng  chapter  in  his  life  at  Anis- 
tott,  whiffl  hi  ftat  iKmr  of  his  despair  he  had  prayed  by 
his  study  desk.  The  words  he  had  then  said  aloud  re- 
curred to  him:  "If  I  am  delivered,  it  must  be  by  some 
way  of  Thine  Own  that  I  can  not  conceive,  for  I  can  not 
help  myself."  He  was  powerless  to  help  himadf  atilL 
He  had  given  over  his  Ufe  into  to  keei»ng  ci  ft  P»w« 
in  which  his  better  manhoed  had  tewted.  U  ft  tneiad 
tito  final  tribute  for  tiioae  ribdd  jfeara  <rf  Satan  Sandw^ 

ion,     priee  voeld  be  paid! 

A  Blap  came  in  the  corridor-*  voice  spoke  his  name. 
fn»«m»0O8  had  come.  As  he  laid  ttie  blue  book  back 

m 


on  the  cot,  its  doaing  wordB— the  dying  utterance  of  th« 
mariyTed  Becke*— i«lwd 
nnti  aj  of     owm  soot: 

Thy  bMiai,  O  Loid-4itio  Tby  btiidsr 

Before  flie  opening  door  the  hum  of  voices  in  the 
court-room  sank  to  stillness  itself.  The  jury  had  taken 
their  places;  their  looks  were  sober  and  do\»TicaBt.  The 
judge  was  in  his  scat,  his  hand  combing  h»  bewd. 
Harry  faced  him  calmly.  The  door  of  a  aide  loom  was 
partly  open  aikd  a  girl's  white  ftwje  looted  to,  tail  he  did 
not  see. 

**QaiSaom  of  the  jury,  haw  you  arrired  ak  a  w- 

dicfcP 
**Weham*' 

There  was  a  confusion  in  the  hall— abrupt  voices  and 
the  sound  of  feet.  The  crowd  stirred  and  the  jiidge 
frowningly  lifted  his  gavel. 

''What  say  you,  guilty  or  not  guilty?" 

The  foreman  did  not  answer.  He  wm  leanh^  for- 
ward, looking  over  «»e  heads  of  the  crowd.  The 
flood  up.  Tm^  tamed,  «nd  the  wm  was  suddenly 
apmsile  wi&  surprised  movemrait  The  crowd  at  the 
hadt  of  «»e  room  parted,  and  up  the  center  aisle,  toward 
ihe  deek,  ataigwed  a  figure— a  man  whose  faoe, 
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d«afly  and  convulsed.  Teas  p«rfly  swathed  in  bandages. 
At  the  door  of  the  judgi'.  worn  »  girl  stood  transfixed 

and  staring. 

The  crowd  gasped.  They  saw  the  familiar  profile,  ft 
replica  of  the  prisoner's-the  mark  that  danted  acaroaa 
the  brow-the  eyes  pretematuwOly  bright  and  fe«««V 

A  pale-faced,  breatUeas  maa  in  dterical  dww  padwd 
forward  through  fte  ^««,  aa  flie  figure  rtofped  .  .  . 
tiinttt  out  his  hands  hlindly. 

**Not— gnilty,  your  Honor!'*  he  said. 

A  cry  came  from  the  prisoner  at  the  bar.  He  leaped 
toward  him  as  he  fell  and  caught  him  in  his  arms. 


CHAPTER  XLIX 


THE  CRIMSON  DISK 

The  group  in  the  judges  worn  was  hiu&ed  in  awe- 
strode  tikoce.  The  dcwr  was  Ant,  bnt  throng  the 
paaeb,  fma  Hbs  eonrt-KKan,  came  the  murmur  of  many 
wondering  voices.  By  the  sofa  on  which  lay  the  man  who 
had  made  expiation  stood  the  bishop  and  Harry  Sander- 
son. Jessica  knelt  beside  it,  and  the  judge  and  those 
who  stood  with  him  in  the  background  knew  that  the 
curtain  was  falling  upon  a  strange  and  tangled  &wn» 

of  life  and  dea&. 
Aftn  ^  <»e  bs^  Mbbhig  ocy  ol  realiatkm,  &«>a|^ 

ml  &e  o^enwfc  aad  eoifwion,  Jessica  had  been 

Btringdy  ealm.  She  read  the  swift  certainty  in  Doctor 

Brenf 8  face,  and  she  felt  a  painful  thankfulness.  The 

last  appeal  would  not  he  to  man's  justice,  but  to  God's 

mercy!  The  memories  of  the  old  blind  days  and  the 

knowledge  that  this  man—not  the  one  to  whom  Ae  had 

given  her  love  at  Smo^  MooBlaiB,  at 

not  look— had  thoi  bean  her  loter,  wiled  alxmi  her  in  a 

stingingnrfrt.  Brt  ••  the  kiidt  by  the arfa  &e Iwad  ^ 
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chafed  the  nerveless  one  wm  fimi,  mi  die  wiped  the 

cold  lips  deftly  and  ieaSxslj, 

Hugh's  eyes  were  filming.  That  harrowing  struggle 
of  ioal,  tt«t  coimdriTO  diort  of  iiie  injured  body,  had 
demanded  its  price.  The  direful  agony  and  its  weak- 
aesahad  seized  him— his  stiffening  fingers  were  sUpping 
from  the  ledge  of  life,  and  he  knew  it. 

He  heard  the  bishop's  earnest  voice  speaking  from  the 
void:  "Greater  love  hath  no  man  ihan  this,  ihat  a  mm 
lay  down  his  life  for  hia  fnmi»r  The  wordl  wnied 
his  fading  senses,  caUed  ihem  back  to  Oie  of 
leding. 

«Not  beeauae  I— loved,**  he  said.  **It— wee  becsna*— 

I—was  afraid  r 

False  as  his  habit  of  life  had  been,  in  that  momait 
only  the  bare  truth  remained.  Vith  a  last  effort  the 
dying  man  thrust  his  hand  into  his  pocket,  drew  out  » 
small,  battered,  red  disk,  and  laid  it  in  the  other'a  hand. 
He  smiled. 

"Satan— **  he  wW^^eied,  as  Hatfy  ben*  om  him,  nd 
^  mset  of  B^t  f^  in  hk  eyes,  «do  ywH-ftWt  it 
^Htt— «ount— when  I  cash  in?" 

M  BMOf*  answer  Hugh  did  not  hear.  He  had 
pasaed  onto!  tiie sound  of  mortal  speech  for  ever. 
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There  cane  a  daj  wbm  the  brown  ratinfit  of  Bmcky 

Moimtaiii  laughed  in  genial  noudifaie,  when  tiw  tesf^ 
thkdEets,  and  ita  foliaged  reaches,  painted  with  the 
eardbial  and  bkihop's-purple  of  late  autumn,  flushed  and 
stirred  to  the  touch  of  their  golden  lover,  and  the  silver 
water  gushing  through  the  flumes  sang  to  a  quicker 
melody.  There  was  no  wind ;  everywhere,  save  for  the 
breathing  life  of  the  forest,  was  dreamy  beauty  and 
waiting  peace. 

In  the  mft  teilnew  Harry  itood  m  tt»  doentep  of 
the  hillside  cabin— for  the  last  time.  Below  him  in  the 
gtd^  tihe  li^  i^aaced  and  sparkled  from  the  mnning 
flume,  and  beyond  glimmered  the  long  street  of  the  town 
where  the  dead  past  of  Satan  Sanderson  had  been  buried 
for  ever  and  the  old  remorseful  pain  of  conscience  had 
found  its  surcease.  In  that  last  lack-luster  year  before 
the  rector  of  the  old  St.  James  had  beoi  snuffed  out  i& 
the  wild  motor-ride,  he  had  conM  to  doubt  the  tdtimato 
Fieseiaee  and  Purpose.  How  Booall       futile  now 
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seemed  those  doubti  in  face  of  th«  new  coneeptUm  he 
hai  awadiettddl,  in  the  taelt  aeeq^trace  «f  •  w»*<*M 
WSl  end  Flan  not  hk  own. 

Hew  had  been  the  theatei-  of  his  pain  and  his  tempta- 
tion. Sitting  on  that  very  spot,  with  the  wise  stare  over- 
head, he  had  drawn  from  Old  Despair's  violin  the  strain 
that  had  brought  him  Jessica,  her  hand  in  his,  her  head 
upon  his  breast!  In  the  far  distance,  a  imSut  ham 
softening  their  outline,  stood  the  violet  dlhooette  rftte 
enduring  ranges,  and  far  beyond  tiieBi  lay  Aririao, 
wheie  waited  W»  newer  liff»  hi«  neww*  better  wo*— 
and  the  hope  that  was  the  April  of  hit  dreams. 

STinee  feat  tragic  day  in  the  court-room  he  had  seen 
Jessica  once  only— in  the  hour  when  the  bishop's  solemn 
"dust  to  dust"  had  been  spoken  above  the  man  who  had 
been  her  husband.  One  thought  had  comforted  him— 
the  town  of  Smoky  Mountain  had  new  known,  need 
never  know,  the  secret  of  her  wifehood.  And  Aniston 
was  far  away.  Aboat  fee  coming  <rf  Hn|^  injured  and 
dying  to  hia  rescue,  would  be  thrown  a  glamour  of 
kni^t.«rantry  feat  would  bespeak  charity  of  judgment. 
When  Jearfca  went  back  to  fee  white  house  in  the  aspens 
idle  would  meet  only  tendemesa  and  syn  >afey.  And  that 
was  well. 

He  shut  fee  door  of  his  cabin  and,  whistling  to  his 
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dog,  climbed  the  steep  path,  when  the  wrinkled  eraqwr 
flung  its  new  spUudi  id  leariet,  uid  tlcmg  th»  trail  to  the 
Koeb»  mdar  ibe  aea&d  iSBf  at  tte  ndwoods.  Then 
in  the  dappled  diade  flood  Jenioa'i  raek-statne,  and 
now  it  looked  upon  two  mounds.  The  Prodigal  had  re- 
turned at  last,  father  and  am  leited  fide  b;  fid^  and 
that,  too,  was  well. 

He  went  slowly  through  the  brown  hollows  to  the 
winding  mountain  road,  crossed  it,  and  entered  the 
denser  forest.  He  wanted  to  tee  «ice  more  the  dear  tpot 
where  he  and  Jetaiea  had  mefr-^Uial  deep,  tweet  day  be- 
1^  ibe  mde  mrakening.  Be  waUBed  on  is  a  merie; 
hit  ihoii(^tf  were  very  far  away. 


He  stopped  suddenly — ^there  before  him  was  the  little 
knoll  where  she  had  stood  waiting,  on  the  threshold  of 
his  Palace  of  Enchantment,  that  one  roseate  morning. 
And  she  was  there  to-day— not  standing  with  parted 
lips  and  eager  eyes  under  the  twittering  treas,  but  lying 
face  down  on  the  BMff,  her  red  Inwae  hair  ^aa^  ^ 

gold  of  the  faHes  leamt. 

Tbm  WW  a  gertiae  in  the  outsl^retched  arms  that 
can^  at  his  heart.  He  stepped  i<award»  and  at  ikm 
sound  she  looked  up  startled. 

He  taw  tiie  cre^j^Bg  color  tiut  mounted  to  her  brow. 
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ffoai  Jtl  pMrionito  hungw  of  her  cyw.  He  dropprf 
flB  hhtrrwf  ttd  took  her  htndi  and  kiwed  them : 
«*My  dear  love  thi*  i»V*  1»  whiipewa.  •'Mj 


